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A Splendid Long, Complete

Story of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars School.

By

FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Getting Ready,

OB CHERERY stood before the glass in his study, with

a vory red face, breathing hard. Bob had just put

on a nice clean eollar—-the =tiffest and cleanest collar

imaginable—and he was now negotiating the necktia.

It was a very epecial neckbic—green, with pink spots and

crimson bars. It was a neclitie that was certain to attraet

notice anywhere, and Bob wgs rather proud of it. His

present problem was to get it to set nicely. Mark Linley, his

study mate, stood watching him, with o curious expression
of mingled sympathy and amusement.
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As a rule, Bob Cherry did not trouble about gotting his
necktie stralght. On ordinary oceasions he scemed quite
content to wear it under one ear.  But 1t wes a most
important occasion this time, and Bob was dressed in his
hest, wearing his most uncomfortable collar, and taking
extrpordinary pains with his tie,

There wore many t]'lin%s that Bab Cherry could do. He
could drive a ball to the boundary in splendid sivle; he had
a late cut that was the envy of half the Remove; he could
walk almost everybody in the Form off their feet; and he
could beat all but Harry Wharton and Nugent at swimming
and rowing. But there were things beyond Lis powers—
among them, getting a necktie straight, or keeping it so.
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“ Oh, blow ! said Bob Cherry, turning round at last from
the glass and glaring at Mark Linley, who iﬂﬂtﬂﬂﬂ{ com-
posed his featurcs, ** What are you grinning at, Marky 1"

“Was [ grinning 7" asked Mark.

“ Wog, you werg.'

“T'ry sorrey I

“ How doea this necktie strike you 7 :

Mark Linley locked .at tho necktie. He did not like to
give his exact opinion of the cdolour scheme of it

“It's a bit out of the commeon,” he remarked, at last,

“Yes: I thought so myself,” said Bob Cherry, with
pavdonable pride.  *Only I can’t get the beggar to set
straight. Yon might give a chap a hand, instead of stand-
ing there grinning like—like a hyena !

“ Certainly, old lad ! said Linley, **What can I do?”

“I's a bit to the left, ain't %"

“Jnst 2 it

“ Pull it right, then.™ )

Mnark Linley gave the necktie a jerk.

Bob Cherry roared. )

“Von a=s! I didn’t say drag it round my right ear.’

“ Borry 1" -

““ Oh, you can't tie neckties! You're a fathead !

“ Thanhks ! said the Lancashire lad, laughing. .

Bob Cherry snorted, znd turned to the glass again, He
govo another tug at the necktie, and it came off. He gave
another snort,

Y {an’t see in this rotten glass 1’ he growled. * It's never
been the same since 1 biffed a cricket-ball on it. Must get
this thing to look decent—girls always notice a chap's
noeckie !

“Tro they 7 said Mark.

* Of course they do!” said Bob crossly. ** Most important
thing. 1f a chap's necktie is all right, he looks all right.
It's very important.' .

“I hadn't thought very much about it,” said Mark,
smiling. ** But I dare say you're right, Dob. Let me help

.LI_H_J‘I
i Oh, vou can't tie ties for toffee! If some chap with
mome sense would come in—""

“ T say, you fellows—"

A fat face, adorned with a lar
projecting into the study. Bob
glarcd at Billy Bunter.

“Get ont " he snappoed,

“Oh, really—"

9 Get out! Don't hother ! Duzz off !
busy *'"" roared Bob.

“I'Il help you if you like,"” zaid Bunter. “I'm rather a
deb at tying neckties."”

Tob Chetry hesitated.

“Well, you can have a try if you Iike,” he said. ' Mind
your fingers ain't sticky. That's & new necktie, and I don't
want to have the thing upqiled."

“You laave it to me,” said Bunter confidently.

And he rolled into the stady. :

“You'll have to bend down,” he said. "I can't reach

ur neck, you blessed lamp-post! Let me got at it, and I'H

ave it done in a jiffy 1"

Bob Cherry grunted, and bant daown.
work on the tie. Therce was a smear of jam on Bunter's fat
face, telling of & late visit to the tuckshop. As a matter of
fact, his fat hands were jammy, too—very jammy. When
Bunier ate jam tarts, he gencrelly contrived to take a great
deal of the jam externally.

Y Buck up V" growled Dob. " I'm getting cramped |

“ All screne. You walt a mingte”

Dunter’s jammy fingers went to work. Bob Cherry waa
wearing 8 white walstcoat—a. thing that was quite against
the rules at Greyiriarz for a junior to wear. DBut. as we
have sald, it was & most important occasion. If Bunter had
been a criminal, and the gentlemen from’ Scotland Yard had
wished to track him dewn, they could have done so guito
easily from the finger-prints he leit upon Bob Cherry’s white
waisteoat. Bab, whe had his ¢hin turned up at o most
uncomfortable angle, did not observe the damage that the
fat junior was domng.

“ These things are quitc casy to any chap with an artistic
eye,’! said Bunter. I'm rather o dab at art, myself.
There, that's rpping i

* Is it straight ¥ = g :

" Straight as a dic. The only thing is to keep it 50, Have
you a tie-pin?” . e

“ Yes; here you aro.  Mind you don't run it into me.’d

“Oh, that's all right I'*

Bunter shoved in the tie-pin with his fat thumb, Through
tie and shirt underneath it went, and there was a terrifio
yell {rom Bob Cherry.

He jumped clear of the floor, and the fit junicr staggered
baekwards.
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pair of spectacles, was
herry tlrned round and

Can’t you see I'm

" eory of Tom Reny & 00, snsaet™ “THE SCHOOLBOY CASTAWAYS.”

Billy Bunter etarted-

}:"E'h " poarcd Bob. “Oh! You—yeu murderous villain |

“Oh, really—"

“¥ow! You've driven about an inch of it inte my neckl
Yoon 17

“I'm sincerely sorry——"

“ 0Oh, you fathead !"" proaned Bob., “Yow IV

“Let me have another try.”

“Keep off, you dangercus chump!” roared Beb, and
Bunter jumped away in alaem. “If you come near me
again I'll squash you !™

* Oh, mnﬂy—”

“I'll manage it myself, you dangerovs fathead I

Tioh Cherry turned to the glass. The little mirror bad
cortainly sufferad from the impact of o ericket-ball in its
very centre: but by twisting one's neck, one could obtain a
partial view of one's face in it-——somewhat distarted, it is
true,

There was enough of the mirror to show Bob Cherry the
damage Billy Bunter had done to his white waisteoat.

Bob gave a roar.

* You—you—you jammy beast !

“* Oh, really, Cherry—"

* You—you—you unspeakable {oad!”  shricked Tlob.

“I've had this white waistcoat got up specially, and now—
¥

Words failed Bob. . ; :
He made a wild rush at the fat junior, and seized him E
the shoulders, and whirled him round. DBunter struggl

anc yelled,
“VYow! Leggo! ¥ah! Oh! Help! Grog!™
Dob Cherry whirled him through the doorway.
“ There ' he gasped.

ITe sent Bunter spinning into the passage just as Harr
Wharton and Frank MNugent came along. Wharton an
Nugent were dressed very nicely, with beautifully clean
collars and nicely brushed hair., The fat junior went
crashing into them, and there was & simultaneous yell
fromi Wharton and Nugent

(1] ‘:}h |rl-|'

*"Yarooh !

And they rolled over on the linoleum, and Bunter rolled
over them. Bob Cherry stared at the scene of disaster for
a moment, and then burst into a roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha I"

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Back Upl

ARRY WHARTON jumped ta his feet.
H “You ass ! he shouted. " What's the httle game?

What are you up to?"

“8orry " grinned Bob. “Ha, hal! I'm awfully
sorry! Ha, ba! I was only elinging Bunter cut!"
“ Ow ¥? groancd Bunter. " I'm dead—I mean, Pm fear-

fully injured! Ow " 1
harton and Nugent snorted with wrath. They were got
up beautifully for the important occasion that afterncon,
and the roll on the passage linaleum had made them dis
hevelled and dusty.
" Vou—you—you champion asa!” howled Wharton,

W Borry! Ha, ha!”
“ Bump him " roarad Mugent.
i Hold on! I—— ©Oh! aht Qh!?

The twe wrathful juniors rushed straight at Bob Cherry.
They collared him, and whirled him back into the study, and
bumped him upon the cerpet, almost before he knew what
was happening.

Bump—bump |

* Yarooh I -

Billy Bunter blinked in at the doorway.

v Serva you jolly well right!”” he yelped.

5 l':'}ih::v.r.:j bump Bunter!” gasped MNugent.

“QOh! |

They turned upon Bunter. Dot the fat junior was scud-
ding down the passage. Bob Cherry sat up on the carpet.
His hair was untidy, and his collar had burst from its stud,
and his waistcoat was dusty, and his jacket was split up the
back. He sat and gasped for breath, and glared at the
avengers. ;

' You—you—vou unspeakable dummies ! he stutiered,

#Tit for tat!"” grinned Nugent.

* ¥la, ha, ha !” _ s

Bob Cherry staggered to his feet. He made & wild clutch
at a cricket-stump. Mark Linley caught him by the armn.

“ Hold on, Bob '™ he exclaimed. “It's jolly near time to
meet Marjorie and Clara I

“1'll pulverise them 1"

 Cheese it 1Y

L1 I tell {I‘u_”' I . .

Fisher T, Fish, the American junior, came along the

NBTER FEER far
A e vhia week, Prios 1d.

I | "



EVERY
TUESDAY,

The “ Magiet”

LIBREARY.

ONE
PENNY.

Crash! The terrilic impact of the y'ﬁﬁ upoen
ia an instant the handsome vessel reeled, tottered and

—_—— —— e e = ——

ths hidden rock could be heard from where the ]uniurs stood, and

trembled, and ground back {rom the rock. (See page L_‘i )

passage. Fisher T. Fish was arrayed in wonderful colours,
wilth bows an hiz shoes, and a decided waist fo his lounge
jaclet. Fisher T. Fish prided himself on dressing in the
atest Broadway style—-a style which be fondly imagined to
bo far ahead of anything that Miccadilly or Dond Sirect
could show. _

“ [ guess it's about tume we shifted I soid Fisher T, Mish,
looking in. My hat! What are you feilows up 1o?
Going to meet the girls in that style ¥

H These silly asses have—"'

Y That silly chump has——'

“ Those duffers—"

¥ That fathead—" L

“J goess vou'd betior ge! yourselves tidy, and come ™
gaid Fish, “We're waiting for you. Johony Bull’s at the
end of the passage, with Hazel and Tommy Brown.  ow
long are you going to keep us waiting ¥

“That clunnp 2

“ Those idiots

“ Yo'l get Teft if you don'r hustle wp ! said Fish. and hie
swung awav down the pa-sage, whistling ** Yankee Doodl™
with a shrill whisile that made fellows put their fingers 1o
their ears

Harry Wharton laughed.

TPax " hie oxelaimed.

u, Bob——" : ’
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Loolk hera, we came fo call for

yosspir: ' BULSTRODE ON THE WARPATH.” *

Y You ass ! :

“You've muecked up our things, and we <hall have to
clean up !

¥ Lok at my jacket !

“ Look at wy bags, if vou come to that!”

“Oh, blow vour bags!"

“ Blow your jacket. then !

“You ass !

“You cliunwop I ;

“Oh, ring off I exclaimed Murk Linley.  *T supoose
you don’t want to keep Marjorie and Ulara waiting while
vou slang ons another, do vout™ ] .

“ By Jove, no! Batter change your jacket, Bobby, ana
comme on !’

“ My, get out " prowled Bols Cherry.

Wharton and Mugent returned to Study No. 1 to brush one
ancther down.  [lob horry D'Imngt‘d into another jacket,
[t on anoibor collar, and recommenced the =rroggle with
hiz neelre.

A group of juniur:f. walled at the end of the Removoe
passage for huoo, [f was o helf-holiday at Greylriaes, and
a azing June afternoon. The weather waz perfect far
anyvithing in the open air. It was Coronation week, and 1ha
juniors of Greviriars—Harey Wharton & (o, at all events—
wanted to celebrate the (‘oronation. A picnie was the besf
wheeza they could think of ; but it was fo be an cxira

L1 ]

8plendid, Long, Completo Tale

: B
of the Chums of Greyfriars. FRANK H’ECHAHDE.
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apecial picnic. Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara Trevelyn, of He gwung the fat junior round, and took good aim with his
Chff House, were coming, and the juniors, in conseguenee, beobt. He did not miss Bunter. The Qwl of the Remove gave

had taken extra pains with their cutfit, and, in fact, were all
looking as neat and ¢lean as new pina,

H%miﬂl Bob Cherry's desperate endeavours with the neckiie.

1] o :' I!|:|

" Baobby "

* Boh 17

The juniors waited at the end of the passage at the head
of the staircaze, and shouted for Beb Cherry teo fill in the
time. The fact that their shouting wounld further fluster the
unhappy Bob, and frustrate his attempts to get his necktie
EHME:]{. set, perhaps added to the zest with which they

opted,

“ Bobk! Bob!”

*Are von coming, Bobi™

“Euck up, Bob !

** Never mind the tie!”

*“Come in your shirt-sleeves, old man.”

et o move on !

“Heb! Bob! PBob™

Bob Cherry put a Baming face out of his study door, and
glared along the passage. He was pradually being worked
up to a state of frenzy.

“Shut up!" he roared.

“Ha, ha, halt"’
“Bob! Bob! Beb! trilled Nugent, as if he were calling
a dop. * Come on, Bob, Bob!™

“Yon fathead !’

“We're waiting.”

" Wait, then, you silly agzes!™?

“"Lome ont”

"1 guess il's fime to hustle, You'll get left.™

“Hock up!”

MO, go and eat coke! snorted Bob Cherry.
retived into the study again.

“Bob! Bob! Coame on, Bobby !’

" Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob Cherry issued from the study at last with a red and
perspiring face. Mark Linley came with him, trying not to
smile. ey joined the group of jumors. Bob was glaring
a5 f he conld hardly kecp from hitting out at random.

* Heady "’ asked Nugent, with a sweet smile.

“Yes, idiot!”

" Quite sure you don’t want to change your necktie?”

Hu‘g:nt dedged back just in time as he asked the question,
and drive ntended for hiz nose caught John Bull on the
ear. Bull gave a roar,

“Ow! What's that for?

“Borry. 1 meant it for Nugent!”

“You ass!™

" Well, you shouldn’t get in the way.'

" Look here—-""

:";:!}II cheese it!"”

“Qrder " exclaimed Harry Wharton, ** We shall be late
for Marjorie if we don't buck up. Deon’t spoil the Coronation
picnio by r{rwmg].”

And Johe Bull and Bob Cherry snorted at one another,
and the party went downstairs.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
_ The Coronation Plcnlc.
B]LLY BUNTER was waiting on the &

And he

! steps of the School

House, There was a most ingratisting smile upon

Billy Bunter's face. Bunter had got wind of the

picnic ; and Bunter was never to be left ont of an affair

of that sort, if Bunter could help . He blinked at the
juniors through his big spectacles,

“You fellows ready?” he asked. *'I've been waiting for
you quite a long time."

They stared at him,

“I'm sure it's very kind of vou," said Wharton. “ You
can go on waiting."

** Oh, really, Wharton !
Bunter.

“ Rats 1"

* Now, lock here, you know how disappointed Mavjorie will
be if I don't come,” said Bunter, in a tone of e:;p-c.é.]tulatiun.
“It's a shame to ﬂfmﬂ her afternoon, just becauvse of your
rerronal Gealousy, 1—— Ow (™
. Hazeldene caught the fat junior by the back of the collar,
and shook him 1]l his teeth clicked ]I;.}rm ;&stanats.

“ You-fal toad " he exclaimed wrathfully. :

“Ow! Ow! [&gﬁ! I—I didn't mean Marjoric, Hazel.
I—I was really spesking of Clara! gasped Dunter, ™1
mean that Clara would miss me !

*Well, I'm not going to miss you !" said Hazeldeno.

Tae Maener Liprary.—No. 1/5. '

Fm coming, you know,” said

a roar as the kick landed, and rolled off the steps. The
monickers legft hivm silting on the ground, blinking alter them,
a3 they walked down to the gates.

Y Ow M Fa-ﬁp-t*d Bunter. * Beasfs!™

Harvy Wharton & Co. turned out of the gates in high
spirits, Bob Cherry was beginning to recover his equanimity,
Tom Brown had assured him that the necktio looked ripping,
and that was like balm to Bob Cherry'y anxions beson,

Iy was a glorious June afternoon. The sides of the Black
Pike were a sea of green as the joniors tramped down the
leafy lane towards Chif House. Most of them had bass or
hpsitets to carry, well-laden. It was to be a piemic of picnics.
Tweo graceful figures eame in sight in the Jane under the old
trees at the gates of UL House. The juniors halted, and
raized their straw-hats to Miss Marjorie and Miss Clara.

“8o sorry,” soidd Harry Wharton at onec. ** 'We should
have been ten minutes early, only—"

" Only Bob wes delayed,” said Nugent.

Bob E]..lrml at him,

“ I wasn't exactly delayed,” he zaid.

“Tied,"” zaid Nugent.

“"Ha, ha, ha ™

“0Oh, you fathead:’ murmured Bob,
your hcad presently.”

* What did you say, Boh™

** M-nothing."

“ It doesn't matter at nll," suid Marjorie brightly. “ You
arg only a few minutes late, and it 15 of no consequence,”

' Certainly net,” said Mies Clara, with 2 sweel smile.
* Besides, hoys never can be punciunl.  Can they, Marjorie "

“Oh, rats! saxl John Bull warmiv. " 1—I mean—I—
mean I den't guite agree to that, yvou know.”

“LUome on, Marjorie,” said Hazelderne., " ¥Yon can carry
this bag if you like."”

* Oh, bozh P said Bob Cherry, “T') carry it.”

“You're earryving o baskel already.” )

“Well, I've got two hands,” said Pob.
things, can’t I? Give it to me.”

“ 1N carry i1, said Marjorie,

Bob shook his head

“You can't,” he said. “Ti's heavy."

Marjorie langhed. As a matter of foet, she was a strong
and healthy girl, and quite as well able 1o carry the bag as
Feb himsell wa: But Beb's Brm conviction was that Mar-
lory was as debcate as a piece 'of porcelain, and must be
treated with s much cave.

He manfully caught up both bazs. Hazeldene prinming the
while, Hzazeldens happened to be Marjovic's Emther, and
r-:-rhaljm that was the reason why he didn’'t see why she
shouldn’t carry o bag.

" This way ! said Wharton,

They tramped on down to the sands. The picnic was to be
held under the slopes of the Shoulder, the great rock that
shui: in Pepp Bay to the narth. There, with the great binff
Lehind them, and the North Sea rolling before them, gleam-
ing in the simnmer son, was an ideal spot. The party picked
their way carefully over the rough rocky paths, tramping
over sand and shingle. A breeze blew from the sea, and the
girls held their hats. Bob Cherry, with a burden in each
hand, could not put a hand to his straw-hat, and he had no
guard upon it. He was in uneasiness every moment that the
wind would hft it from his head and whirl it away over the
rocks, and each time a gust came his way, he screwed up his
forehead in the mest alarming way to keep his hat tight.
Mizs Clara uttered a little ery of affright as she looked at him.

2E graciwous! Are yon ill, Bob™

Bob was making a most horrible grimace. He coloured like
a heetroot,

“ Neng " he stammered.

“You haven't the tooth-ache? asked Miss Clora, with
much zolicitude,

++ N-n-ﬂﬂ !II‘

(13 _':Ih E!‘!

Puff-puff ! Bob's straw-hat was lifted from his head, and
vailed away on the winds of the winde high among the rocks.
Fob uttered an exclamation, and the bags dvopped from his
handz as he made a wild ¢lutel; after his hat.

Crash !

There was an ominous sound of breakages in one of the
bags, Nugent gave a roar.

*0h, you ass?! That's the crockery in that bag "

“*My hat!?

“(Oh, blow your hat !’

“1t's being blown !I'" grinned Fazeldene. “ Hun, ha. ha '

The straw-hat sailed into a erevice high up the ohiff, and
fodped there, Bob Chervy picked up the bags.

There was o corious rattle intide the one that contained

H ] was— s gt

“Won't I punch

“T can carry two
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tho crockery. Bob Cherry shook it, and listencd to the sound,
and looked dismayed.

“I'm afraid some of the things are broken,” he remarked.

1 shouldn't ponder if they are all!” grunted Nugent.
“Of all the asses—""

“ Look here—"

"0 all the chumps—""

“ Never mind,” said Marjorie, in her soft voice. ' We can
}-:u‘rl:ﬂnlt- in burns with the tea-caps, vou know. That will be
.

“0Of course-it will,” said Harry Wharton.
the giddy crockery,” .

And the juniors tramped on to the place clhosen for the
picnic, and the bags were deposited there and unpaclied.

“MNever mind

-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Wreck in Pegd Bay.

OB CIHERRY unpacked the crockery with a verv rod
face, ‘The fall of the bag upon the hard rock had
wrouwght havor with it. Half !_5‘&& ctps and sancers werg
broken. The tea-pot, fortunately, was a metal one, and

not easily Lroken, or Bol Cherry would cervtainly lave ac-

countad for that, too. The unbroken crocks woere extracted,

and John Ball iimlttv:] the spirit stove, and the kettle was

filled from the can of water brought for the purpase.

t! htrﬂmt]“'i all right,” said Nugent., * Boly wasn't carrviug
1H8T.

“Oh, rats ! said Bol.

“Lucky I wasn't carrving the wmetlylated spivit, too,™
Tom Brown remarked.

I guess g0

“Or the pres=!" s0id [Tareldene.

My hat! Yea™

Boby Cherey was erimson,

“Oh, do give a fellow a rest " he exclaimed,
help dropping the blessed bag. ™

I“!'.'H course vou cgulde't,’” said Marjorie; “and it was very
kind of you to carry two bags instead of one. It was all
Hazol's Fault™

00, I like that!” exclaimed Hazeldene, * What rot!™

Bob: Cherry very nearly punched Hazeldene's head for
daring to characterise any of Marjorie’s opinions as *° rot.”
Hoe remembered just in time that Haxzel was Marjorie’s
brother, and that, in conseguence, Marjorie probably wouldn't
approve of the punching.

Marjorie was very kind to Bob, and as Mavjorie was really
the only person there for whose opinion Bob cared two
etraws, he was soon put at his easec. If Marjorie regarded
him with an approving aye, all was evidently nill right. That
was the way ﬁu—b Cherry looked at it. As & matter of fact,
Marjorie was muoch kinder to him than wsual, and Bohb
Cherey began to think that a Coronation pienic was the best
iea that had ever been thought of in the listory of the
Gregiriars Remove. -

Y Shall we poach the eges Orst. or make the ten?™" asked
Nugent. **There's only one stove.”

- E‘EHH- FIFEL" gaid Mariarie. Tho tea would bave to
stand too long"

“ Eggs first, of course,” said Bob Cherry.
an ass, Nugent!"

Nugent snorted.

The sggs were poached, with a loud sizzling of Lutter and
a \"E_r}f_:li:lpnﬁsmg geent. Then the tea was made, and
Marjorie cut the bread-and-butter, and the cioth was spread
on a Hat rock and the pienie commenced. The juniors sat
on the rocks or on the zand at their ease, m‘:dj the f[east
proceeded right merrily.

Harry Wharton glanced out to soa several Limes as the
tea proceeded. The other fellows followed his plance. A
trun vessel was coming into Pegg Bay from the south—a
handsome steam yacht—leaving a trail of black smoke
againat the summer sky. Wharten's brows wrinkled as he
watched the yacht come on.

“If those chaps don't tuke care, they'll be on the Shark's
Back " he exclaimed.

The Sfark’s Back was a sunken rock out in the bay, well
known to the fishermen of Pegg, but completely hidden from
view by the curling blue waters. Many a holidav-analier
from the town, boating in Pegg Bay, had come to grief on
that rock, which gave no sign of its presence n ealn
weather, though, when the sea was rougl, lines of foam
marked where the water broke upon it.

The strange yacht was coming straight on for the bay,
and heading directly for the Shari’s Back.

“Phet couldn't be such blessed idiots as to run on the
rock, I should think,” said Nugent. * They can't be coming
inta the bay without somebody who knows the place. It'a
dangerous here without & pilot.”

“It's a foreign eraft,” said John Buall; “it's not Fnglish-
built, anywav.”

Wharton rose to his feet.

“It jolly well looks to me as if they're running straight
on the Sharl's Back,” he satd.  * Sowmebody ought to warn
them."

Tue Maguer Lizrany.—No. 175,
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“You must be
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The juniors rose to their feet and looked at the oncoming
vacht. They could sce moving figures on lhier deck. The
vessel came straight on, the smoke rolling out biacker and
Blacker bahind.

Nugent uttered a sudden exclamation, and his hand rose to
wink,

: "My hat! Look!™

Y Great Seotg!™

Bevond the vacht another wvessel, a larger crait, was
steaming on, with thick smoke pouring from her funnels,
It was porfectly clear that she was following the vacht, and
wating upoi her fast. The juniors looked on in amaze-
ment.  There was no doubt that the big steamer was chasing
the wvacht, thowgh for what reason the Greyfriacs fellows
could not imagine.

It's a chase.” said John Bull

““What can it mean *"

They had forgotten the pienic now. Marjorie and Clara
watched the yacht as Leenly as the juniors.  The boya
scrambled up on the vocks 1o get a belter view,

The vacht was coming on at full speed, but her speed waa
nothing te that of the puraucr. The latler was gaining very
fast, and drawing closer and closer info view, It seemed
like a scene from a dream to the boys as they watched., For
“hfii-t purpose could the big black stemmer be pursuing tho
vacht ¥

“8he'd ran her down in the open sea inside half an
]'mllt',” 5k i.l! .[Iﬂ'l'i"\" ‘ﬂ.'hu I"'lﬂl], ill al tu'i'lu' 'i'ﬂif'e-

“And that's why they're coming info the bay.'" said
Mugoent.

“That's it."

“ And they know nothing about the rock vonder—

“They're lost 1™

The picnickers on the rocks wakbched as if fascinated,
The vacht was rushing on directly to her doom. Through
the clear air, in the sea-breezo, the throb of her enginaes
cama plainly to the ears of the jumors. Marjorie touched
Wharton on the arm. Her face was pale.

“{annot we warn them somehow 1" she exclaimed.

S by, sard Harrey. _

e snatched up the tablecloth and mounted upon a high
rock and waved 1t above his head. There was a movement.
perceptibla on the deek of the vacht, but the crew evidently
hid not understand the warning, for she steamed right on
without deviating in the least from her course.

“They don't catch on!" multered Bob Cherry.

Nugent made a hopeless gesture.

“They may think Wharton's trving to guide them to &
safe anchorage,” he said.

“Quite possible”

Wharton waved the white eloth, and a handkerchicl was
waved back from the yacht by a young fair-haired man in
a tightly-fitting uniform, evideotly a foreign milifary um-
forin of some sort.

I3ut the yvacht came right on.

Wharton came scrambling down from the rock.
was pale now,

“They can't understand,” he said. *They may not dare
o stop, either—ihat black steamer means mischief of some
sort to them."

“ Yes, rather!”

“Tt'a awful,” said John Bull, with a shudder. * They'll
be on the roclks in less than a minute now, and we can do
nothing."

Wharton Lkicked off his bootz. Ie did not speak, bat him
intention was evident. Marjorie uttered a cry.

“Harry, vou can't go!”

He nodded.

“I'm going to try to help them, Marjorie™

“ But the currenls! You know how treacherous they
are 1™

“I've swum throuph them oncee,” saikd Harery guietl_v.
“1 can tey it o seeond time. We can't stand here idle and
soe them drown.

“0h!"  The girl shuddered. It iz terrible!™

“71 shall go, too,” said Bob Cherry.

“ Hold oo ! said Hacry, “If they have tune to gel a
boat ont they won't need ws. But 1f they're left in the
water-—""

* Look !

“Good heavens "

“She's struel '

Crash ! )

The terrific impact of the yacht vpon the hidden rocks
could be heard from where the juniors siood.

The handsome vessel reecled and tottered and trembled,
and ground back from the rock, and in an instant her Lows
shd wnder the water. A huge gup must have been torn in
the hull by the cruel teeth of the rocks, and the vessel filled
mstantly.
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There was & wild shout from the crew, ringing across the
Waves.,

In a few seconds, as it seemed, the foreign
on her beam-ends in the curling waves, an
ruggling in the water,

acht was rolled
the crew were

THE FIiFTH CHAPTER.
The Rescue of the Prince.

ARRY WHARTON ran down to the water's edge.

The worst had happened. With fearful suddenness
iha yacht had gane to her doom, as many o vessel had
gone befgre her upon the cruel rocks of the Shark's
"Back. In the clear, bright sunlight of the June afterncon
the spectalors on the shore could see everything that passed
~—the crashing of the wrecked yacht on the rcef as it rolled
o the water, the struggles of the zeamen in the waves,

Most of them were elinging to lifcbelts or rpars, and some
were striking out for fhe distant shere, where the village
of Pegg nestled at the foot of the great eliffs.

Harry Wharton did not hesitate. He plunged inte the
water, and with swilt and steady strokes swam out towards
the seena of the wreck.

Boals were |:Li1!ir:g aff from PP;{g‘, where the disaster hncd
been zecn. From seaward the bie black steamer was coming
on fast, leaving thick and thicker black smoke from her
funnels teailing againet the blue, sunny sky.

“I'm going after Wharton,” said Bob Cherry. *"You
chaps had better stay here. Only a jolly pood swimmer s
any good in the currents out there.”

*1 think 1 shall come,' said Mark,

“ And 1 said John Ball

"And I, satd Nugent.

“1 guess I'll wateh you,” said Fisher T. Fish. * Over
thers f'm quite at home in the Hudszon, but I guess those
wilers are strange to me.”

Tom Brown followed the other fellows inio the waler.
Hazsldene made a motion to do the s=ame, perhans not
because he wanted to, but becauwse he did not care to hang
back. But Marjorie caught him by the sleeve.

“¥Yon can't go, Hazel. You are not goed swimmer
enough.™

And Hazeldene stayed with Fisher T. Fish. The
Americai explained to Miss Marjorie and Miss (Hara that
if it had been on the shore of Long Island, for instance, he
would have shown themi what swimming was really like,
But the girls wera not listening. They were watching the
switnmmers with their heartas in their mouths.

Harry Wharton was. cleaving the water with swift and
steady strokes. Many a time ia had swum in the bay in
fing weather, and he knew the Shark’s Back from end to
end. The yvacht's crew were struggling in the water, some
of them swimming towards the shore, others elinping to
picees of wreckage, The fair-heired young man in uniform
whom Harry had seen on the vacht was swimming fecbly.
Fither he was hurt or he was a very poor swimnmer, and
Harry could see that he was holding his own with great
difficulty, and was in danger of going under every moment.
Wharton made herculean efforts to reach him before he
should sink.

The young man saw him coming, and shouted, ocut some-
thing in German.

"Eucl: upp I"' velled back Wherton. “I'm comung !

A fat man was clinging to a spar Roating near the young
man. He waved one fat hand frantically to the swimming
Jumninrs,

* Der Kronprinz,™ he shouted—'* der Kronprinz !

It appeared to be for the fair-haired young man that he
felt anxiety, but he did net leave the spar to go to his
assistance. Perhaps he could not swin. But he waved a
fut hand, and shouted in a frenzied way;

“ Der Kronprinz !

Wharton was swimming desperately to reach the voung
man. The jatter had been under once, and his struggles
were growing very feeble, He disappeared under the water
again just as Wharton came up with him.

Wharton graspod the thick, fair hair Gremly, and brought
tho handsome face above the water. The young man was
deadly pale, and his eyes were closed. They onencd feekly,
and & wild stare grected Wharton,

The YOULE TNIan strt:‘:?gl&d aguin-
vet. Wharton change
braided collar.

“T've got you!"™ he exclaimed.
struggle.

“ Mein Gott I

The fat man raised himself apon the spar and waved his
bands. His spectacles had fallle“ off, and his eyes were
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i He was not quite spent
hig. grasp from the hair 1o the thick,

“It's ell right. Don't

blinking with sca-water. Ile spuftercd out inarticulate cries
for help in throaty German.

“Der prinzg ! he gurgled. “Der Kronprinz ist in dem
wisger—der pring ist in dem wasser gefallen 1™

“I've got him V' shouted back Wharton.

The fat gentleman did not seem to hear.

“DPer pring!  Der Kronprinz ! he bellowed,

“"I've got him ™

* Er st in dem wasser—"

“ He's all right 1V . ]

“Help 1" ranred the fat man, it suddenly coming into his
mind that English was the language to vse under the circum-
%a?ce;a. “Help! ‘The Crown FPringe is in the waterl

elp 1!

“ 1 tell you I've gob him " yelled Wharton.

The prince gasped and sputtered out sea-waler.

“1 arm safe, baron " he exclaimed.

" Iler K ronnrinz—aoh 1M

The spar floated away under the fat gentleman, and he
eollapsed inte the water. Fortusately for him, by that time
the other juniors were on the spot.  John Bull and Frank
Nugent caught hold of kim, and supported him, blowing
and paffing and spluttering.

Y Welve gpor you, eir,” said Nugent cheerfully.

“Ach! Mein Gott !

“Youre all right.”

“ Mein Gott!” 1

“ Lend a hand here, Bob ! Wharton exclaimed.

“Rirht-ho ' said Bob Cherry.

Beb supported 4he prince on the other side.  There scemed
to be no doabt that the young man was a prince—--a foreign
prince, of course. The juniors were a_litile elated at the
wdea of reccuing a prince.

“ Ieh danke ihnen,” gasped the young man. I thank
you, my young friends. You have saved my life”

" "'.Fr'e"tf held you ti]l we get help, eir,” said Wharton
cheerily. " That big steamer will be close in in a lew
minutes— - :

The young man uttered an exclamation of alarm.

“ Help me ashore. quick " he exelaimed.

 Pat— ="

““They are my enemies ! the young man sail breathlessly,
“They are following me to kidnap me. I am Frince (tto
of Kaltebad, and they are Avarchiets.”

* Great Scott ! .

A boat hed dropped from the side of the black steamer.
The fate of the vacht had warned her ¢rew not te approach
teo near the rocks. The boat was pulling for the ecene of
the wreek, and & man with black moustaches and a black
beard and a large pair of spectacles was standing up in the
boat and pointing to the prince.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
My Frlend the Prince.

»

ARRY WHARTON looked towards the boat,
“Tt's all right,” he sawl quietly. “We can
scramble over the Shark’s Back, and a boat can never
i follow ue.”' -
¢ prince gasped. :
¢ Good—pood ! Hurry P’ he cried.

“This woy. Hold on to us™ .

Wharton and Bob Cherry swam on either side of the
prince, eupporting him; and thoy swam the shallow water
over the sunken rock, their feet elinking on it as they passed
over. The man in glasees, standing up in the boat, waved
his harid and shouted furiously in German, of which the
juniors did not understand a word. They could guess the
nnport of his Temﬂrhﬁ,l' He was ordering them to stop, but
they took no heed of him.

C?n the furtker eide of the Shark’s Back they re sale
from the baat. It could not follow without going aground,

“ Ah! Many thanks, my friends!” the prince panted.
“They would have stopped me from appearing at the Coro-
nation of your King, but we have escaped them now.™

“By Jove ' said Harry. . ‘

He undersicod now thai it was one of the King's puests
for the Corenation festivities whe had been wrecked.

“ My word ! murmured Bob Cherry. " What a sensation
this will make at Greyfriars!” ;

They swam on, the prince between them. He ewam a littlo
himself, but his téight uniform incommeded his movements,
The boat from the black steamer came on behind, and there
was 2 loud crunching as her keel grated on the rock. The
crew backed instantly, and the boat ghded off,

The black-moustached mdn in glasses shook his clenched
fist at the juniors ae the boat pulled back towards the
steamer. It was, indeed, high time for the Anarchiste to be
rore, for the boats from FPegg were now arriving on. the
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I As-ﬂla;rr wnartun went down the passage,’he received a slap ont

T -

he shoulder from somebody who came strolling out |

of the side door, and he swung round with anexclamatlon. **You fathead! Oh !™ It was the prince. (See page 3.

seene, and the shipwrecked crew were being picked up.
Wharton and Bob reached the shingle at last, and Hazel
atd Fizh helped them ashore.

They <drapgeed the gasping prince out of the water, )

Prince Otto staod up on the eand, drenched and drippinge,
and Inoked Lack towards the steamer. It wae already
sleaming away, -

 Ach, my friends, I have beaten you, then!” the prince
ﬂ;“_{'] H ] i_r'l'l l"{:l..

“ Beaten hellow, sir I' sa1d Bob Cherry.

“Thanks to vou, my baids,” said Prinecae Otto, s'lmking
hands with them one after the other. * Thanks to vou”

v Jelly glad to help vouw, sir,” suid Harry cheerfully.
“Wo don't have a chance of fishing out a prince every day.”

Prince Otto of Kaltebad laughed.

Then he perceived the two girls, and he saluted them wich
great respect.  He did not look more than {wenty-three or
twenty-four, and seemed guite 1 boy himself.

“I1 is a great pleasure, as well as o great service, that
you render me!” he exclaimed. ' It is 8o great delight to
goo the Biritish misses''

Marjorie and Clarn smiled,

“Wa are very glad you are saved, sir,” zaid Marjorie.

“What-ho ' sard Mizs Clara,

The lazst remark appeared to puzzle the prince a litile.
His Engrlish vocabulary did not include * What-ho ™

By this time Nuogent and John Bull were pulling the {at
gentleman ashore. The other juniors followed, lending a
helpiog hand. The crew were packed up by the Pegr fisher-
mien, but the fat gentleman was as much as the Greviriars
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jumiors conld manage. e was very fat and very heavry, and
very flustered, and very tightly uniformed. :

He rolled out on the shingle, and they dragged him up,
and he stood gusping and dripping and epluttering.

“ Mein prinz!” he moaned. *Mein prinz ist in dem

ri

wasser |

Bol Cherry gave the faf gentleman a slap on the shoulder.

“It's all right," he bawled. ** The prince ie here.”

“ Ach 17

““ Here iz the prince.'

¥ Ach Himan!"

The prince waved hiz hand.

&1 am safe, baron,” he exclaimed.
young gma!imlu}la, I am safe.””

““Ach!  Mein Gott! DMein prinz—mein prinz!
{;nt' :.F *

The baren fell upon his knees in the sand, and kissed the
prince’s hand.  The juniors tried not to smile. It was
really a most impreseive scene, and both the Germans took
1t very seriously, bat fo the juniors it seemed 1rresistibly
Jike comic apera. As n matter of fact, in German courts
and in German military eirceles dhere is & great deal of
UNCONSCIOUS COMIC DRer.

“* Mein prinz ™

 Rise, baron ™

Tho fat baron tottersd to his feet. Ile was weeping with
relief at finding his beloved Kronpring guite safe and soumd.

““Baron Rotenaugen, my chamberlam,” sasd the prince,
with a wave of the hand, prosenting the fat gentleman to
the Grexfriars juniors,

¥ Thanks to thoso

Blein
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Harry Wharton & Clo. bowed to the ground, standing in &
circle roupd the wet and flabby baron.

Baron Rotenaugen bowed in return, amnd the juniors, not
to be outdone, bowed back; and then the baron howed
agawin, Hll his wet, shiny balkl head almost touched the
grournd.

Harry Wharton & Co. bent themszelves donble in a further
bow, and Bob Cherry actually suceecded in tapping the san:]
with his hend.

Marjorie and Clara tried not to langh, Misz Clara was
iHIgi‘ulwith a fit of eneezing, and Marjorie ceemed to have a
pain an the throat.

The prince looked out to cea.

The black steamer was still in sight, feeling her way, as it
were, along the coast, and evidently sooking n safe place to
ruti in shore. The Anarchists had not yet given up the idea
of capturing rhe prince,

“ 1t will not be safe for the Kroauprinz to remain here,”
the fat chamberlain exclaimed anxiously. * His Highuess
must go inland.”

“ DBetter come to CGreviriars, sir!” Harry Wharton ox-
claimed eagerly. " The Head will be jolly glad te put you
:‘.uip till you can travel to London, apd you will be quite safe

1ere,”

" C'erfainly T require some change of clothing,” the prince
saml, with a emile. "1 will accept your offer with pleasure.”

" This way, then, sir.”

Fhle rlm;-:m:fwrs maved along the shore towards Chff House.
Marjerie and Clara were looking at their watehes in alarm.
Fhey had already overstayed the time they were allowed by
their headmistrese.  Bul, under the circumstances, there wis
no doubt that Misas Penelope Primrose would forgive thein

At the grate of Cliff House they parted with the juniors.
Fish and [iazeldene had pone to L'{JIEE*I}{'- up the crockery and
haskets. That was only fair, a~ they had not done any of
".I"‘. swimmiing, The prince bowed most profoundly to Mar-
jorie and Clara ae they left him, evidently very much
impressest by the sweet and graceful ways of the ** English
L1 b Rk

The wet juniors, with their equally wet charges, tramped
rwiy up the lane to Grevfriare. There was little danger of
cutehing cold in the hot sunshine =0 long as they remained
I _motion, at all events.

The juniors were in a jubilant mood. They had intended
te have a Coronation celebration at Greyfriore, but they
had not thought of the luck of capturing a Coronaticn
represeniative from a foreign Court. '

Prince Otto was "crnll;r a German prinee,” frue, and his
principadity was probably no larger than a Londen or Man-
chester suburb.  But he was a real prince -a real live
prince, with a real live chamberlain, and that was impressive
cnougrh to imiprese Greyfriars.  As Nupgent remarked in an
unclertone, it was not every picnic party (hal came back the
richer by a prince and a baron,

* That's Greviriars, yvour Highness." said Harry Wharten,
ax they came i sight of the old schoal. ** Ay hat! There
will be a sensation when they hear I™ ’

‘The prince smiled,

“ It is a fine old place,” he said.

They marched in.

At the sight of the wet clothes and the two strangers
fellows pathered round at once from all =ides,

* Halle "' exclaimed Bulstrede, the captain of the Remove.
“Who's your friend, Wharton 7’

“ Prince Otto of Kaltebad,” said Wharton carelessly.

HBulstrode almost fell down.

“P.p-peprince I he gasped.

0O, yes !’

“Prince Which "

" Ot 1

*“Of where '

* Kaliebad."”

“ My hat 1"

“1 say. you fellows 7

“ My word ! Let'e look at the prince.™

Y Btand back !" said Wharton. ** Where the dickens are
your manners? Don't you know better than to crowd round
Royslty in that way "'

[} ] Fhﬂw !F‘

L nh 'Illl'

“My aunt

And Harry Wharton & Co., with a great deal of dignity,
marched on to the SchoolHowe, forming a sort of guard of
honour round the prinee and his chamberlain.

ANSWERS
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Prince at Greylriars.

R. LOCKE, the Head of Grevfriars, looked from his

study window, and was astounded.  Ax gt honenmj,

Dr. ke had been reading m the newspaper of somo

~of the expected Corenation guesie, and among the pors

traitz there there wae one of the vouthiul Prince Oito of

Kaltebad., The Head recognised him at once as he ¢aw him
erossing the Close, and his amazement was great,

* Extraordinary ! he exclaimed, ;

Mr. Queleh, the master of the Remove, who was in the
study chatting with the Head, looked at the doctor in euz-
prise,

“What = extraordinary I™ he asked.

"The prince.”

“Eh:"

“He is here.™

“Who is here ™

“Look "

Mr. Quelch joined the Head at the window,

* Dear e ™ he exclaimed., ** Extraovdinary indeed I'F
- "1 have read that Prinee Otto was coming over 1o Britain
in Ins own yacht," said Dr. Locke. * He appears to have
landed here—in fact, as he appeared to be m:;gzed with water,
5 it posstble that he has been wrecked ¥

“ Dear me! ls it possible 1

“I must go and receive him."

The Hvad, considerably Austercd, hurried from the study,
He was on the steps in time to receive the august visitor,

“Pringe Otto of Kaltebad, pleaze, sir,’”” sau]l Harrey
Witarton.

The Head bowed Jow.

“Walcome to Greyiriars, your Highness,”
courteoushy,
acerdent ¥

“Mein Gott! T have heon wreck,” sand the prince, whe,
although he spoke very good English in a way, had the
German gift for turning past paruciples into infinitives when
he used the strange and difficult language of tie island, "1
have becn wreck on rock. T have 4E@cn rescue {rom watery
grave by your brave boys"

“ 1 am dehighted io hear 1f, your Highness.''

" Hein ! %ﬁu arc delight t¢ hear that I have Tbeen
wreek I exelaamed the prince, in ammzement.

The Head coughed.

“Alem! No! To hear that you have been reseaod hy
ey bovs™ he said. " But pray come in, your Ilighness!
Pray allow me to show you to a room where you may obtain
a change of dry clothing, Pray.™

“You are very good, Herr Doctor.”

And the prince was conductwd into the louse. His
cinamborlain kept close at his heels, Tt was evident that the
prrinee contld not do anvthing at all without the assistance of
hiz ehamberlain, cven to changing his wet attive.

Q" H:u boys had better go and change at once,’ said My,

e,

And the juniors thought so, too. They tramped up {o the
Remove dormitorsy, where they were followed by an cager
crowd, keen for information,

* Hew did it happen, Wharton ¥

“*Whao fished him out

“Is he a real prinee 7

* Where does he come from 7'

“Who rescued him i

“Was it you, Fish?”

. Fisher T. Fish coughed. He could not very well say that
it was he, and yet he did not care to say anything else

“1 guess I was on the scone,” he saad,

“Iid vou pull him out?”

“"Well, T helped.”

“Rats !’ said Vernon-Sinith. ““I'll bet you did nothing
but swank about what you would have done under some
cther cires.”

"I gucss—""

“ Dt Fish help to pull him out, Wharton ' demanded a
dozen voices,

* ¥er" gaid Horry, laughing.

* He didn't get wet doing it,”" said Skinner sceptically.

* You see, he was standing on the shore, and lie only had
tc lend a hand,” Harry explained.

“Oh "

“ He ditdn’t do any of the swimming 7"

“* Ask him.”

“Ind vou go in, Fish??

"1 guess T wasn't necded,” said Fish, I was nore useful
.;,rm_nfii:}g and—und giving directions end belping at the
inish.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

-11 ,E'll-EPﬁ—”

“Ha, ha, hat"

) he =aid very
“1 trust your Iighness has met with no
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sald Hazaldene frankly. * W
can’'t awim well snou

“I guess I can swim with any pguy in this colloge ! ox.
claimed the American junior warmiy. I didn't go in just
now becavse—borpuse——""

“ Just bacause !™ agreed Bob Cherry.

* Ha, ha, ha!

The jumors towelled themsclves down, and felt nons the
worse for thewr adventure. They changed thetr elothes and
went down, anxious to hear how the prince was getting on.
Troticr, the page, brought Harry Wharton a message from
the Head, and Harry went to the Heed's study.

“ Clome i, Wharton,” said Dr. Locke, with his most genial
amile. “ I wish to thank vou for what you have done -vou
and the others. T have had a talk with Prince Otto. He
was gowng to London, it appears, to take part in the
Coronation tevemonics, and & steamer belonging to a ganz of
Anarchists followed him, with the intention, apparently, of
capruring him, and then making terms with the Governinent
of his Btate, Kaltebad. You have saved the King's gucst,
Wharton."

“1'm very glad, sir”

“The prinee’s chamberlain, Baron Rotenangen, dreads that
the Anarchists may not have given up their plans, and may
huve lunded with the intention of eapturing the prince, if
posgibla. It has been decided that Prinee Otto i3 to remain
at Grovfriars until a military guard can he sent down from
London to take him to Buckingham Palace in perfoct safety.
The baron has already been telegraphing to London.  Princs
Otto will therefore rermamin at the scheol at least ungil ro-
morrow, when the soldicrs will srrive, and I noed not impress
upon you that he must be treated with the greatost respect,
as 3 guest of I{inﬁ George the Fifth."

“Certrinly, sir. ;

¥ The prince appears to be very grateful to you, Wharton,
and I do not wonder; and L think he desircs to show preat
friendliness to yvourself and vour friends while he is here."

“Ha s very kind, sir.”

“The prince i3 very voung, and—and perhaps still some-
what bayish in temperament,” said the Head hniita’r:’ngilgr.
“Ii he should enter into any—any fun, or anvthing of that
sart, you will, of course, remembor that the respect due to
his rank must not be forgotten for a single nwomcnt.”

“1 understand, sir."

And Wharton left the Head's study.

As o went down the passage, he recoived o slap on the
shoulder from someone who came strolling out of the aide
corridoy, and he swung round with an cxclamation.

“"You silly lfathead ! O

It was the prinve!

“ Fish and [ dido't go in,'
ish an idn Jﬁf"m

THE E1GHTH CHAPTER.
The Remove Cricketers,
pRIHE}'E OTTO burst into a hearty laugh.

“ Pray oxcuss me!"” ha exclaimed, 1 punch vour
shoulder because I wish to speak with you, isn’t it 7"
Wharton turned crimaon.

“Pardon e, your Highness!" ho exclaimed. 1T
thought it was one of the chaps, I—I'm sorry I called you a
fathead !

Prince Otto laughed again merrily.

“1t i3 all right, as you say,” he replied.
the matter ¥

Baron Rotenavgen was close belind the prince, and Le was
holding up his far hands, apparently uteerly horrified.

“Mein pring!" he gasped.

It was evidently very much against Waltebad Court
Et‘!?u-i‘-itﬁ for the Crown Prince te be called & fathead.

ha prince laughed good-naturedly

*“ My deay baron, you must remember that we are not in
Kaltebad now ' he exclaimed, *f Neither are we in the
court of my honourad father.”

“Mein prinz!”” moaned the baron.

“1 have thank you for to save my life, my vouns friond,”
said the prince. ™It appears that [ am to stay heve till to-
morrow. My chamberlamn has arranged @t with vour Lind
head-master. It secoms that it is not safe for me to travel
without & guard."

“ Mein prinz! The Anarchists——"'

00, it is nonsensce " said Prinse Otto, * As for Starke.
kase, the Anarchist, I would give him what the British call
the punch in eve if I seo him.”

“ ¥Your Highnegs!"

“1 am not afratd of Lim, baron."

“ But your august persuon——'"

“ My august person is quite safe.”

Y Your princely hand could not be allowed to strike the
disgusting features of a brutal Anarchist, mein prinz.”

The prince laughed.

r“ My prineely hand would do so, nevertheless, if Tmot with
him,” he replicd. “ But | am not displessed to remain till
to-morrow at the school. It is a beautiful old place, and the
boys are most jolly youngstors. I desire to soe their amuse.
monts and their work; it is expericnee for me, and 1 am on
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my travels to ohserve and to Jearn. The manners and
customs of the school are very interesting.”

The chamberlain bowed low.

* It is as vour Highness wishes,” he murmured,

Wharton grinned. 1t was rather curious to be called upon
to show his manners and customs to the stranger, and it
accurred to lum that it should rather be as he wished, though
to the chamboerlain it was evident that there were no wishes
in the wide world excepting his prince's.

1 am ontively at your Highness's service,”” said Hatry
¥Wirarton, with a bow. “ Perhaps your Highness would like
to =zee some ericket.”

The prince’s cves gleamed.

YO, I shall be so pleasa " he axelaimed.

“ Pray follow me, then, vour Highness."'

Harry Wharton led the war, and the prince accompanied
him, the chamberlain fellowing behind, looking o littla
worried. To a gentleman trained in the stuffy etiquette of a
Iittle German court, Wharton's frank manners savourcd of
irveverence.  lint the prince was evidently less inmpressed by
ws own greatoess than the chamberlain was, [He cama
swinging along with his hands in his pockets, a sight which
made Baron Rotenaugen roll up his eves towards the ceiling.

A procession of fellows gathered round and followed.
Wharton's friend, the prince, at*racted universal attontion.
It wasn't evers fellow who could stroll across the Close with &
prince—evon a zerman one.

“ Wessed tuft-hunter,” muttered Snoop.

DBut that was only envy. Snoop would wiltlingly have kissed
:llba dust from the princely boots, if e had becn allowed to

o 50.

Many of the Remove were at ericket practice, and there
was a Sixth-Form match going on. DBulstrode, who was
captain of the Bemove in thess dﬂ}'ﬂ, Wag Imeping his team
ut hard practice, having a defeat by Courtlicld to avenge.
Courtheld was a County Couneil school, and a licking from
Courtheld lot the Greviriars fellows peculiarly hard, They
fancied themselves at cricket, and did not like a licking from
Council sehool ehiaps.

They had bad te take it all the same,

J.’-'].llﬂtl"ﬂ.‘.rd{‘ was Lkecn to got lus team into form, and try
again; and to that end he was making them work.

He called ocut to Harey Wharton as the latter appeared on
the ground with the prioce.

“Time vou took a hand here, Wharton.™

“ Right-ho,' said Harry.

Ha turned to the prince.

“I'm going to bat, your Highness"™ he said.
take & scat here in the pavilion "

“Thanls you,” said Prince Otta.

And he sat down, His chamberlain stood beside him.  Bob
Cherry brought a scat for the chamberlain, bat Baron
Rotonaugen declined it with a shake ot the head and a bow.
It was appamnt]}v'ﬁpp{mpd to all Kaltebad etiquette for the
clramberlain to st down in the prescnce of his Kronprinz,

Wharton swung upon the pitch, with his bat under his
arm. The prince looked on with great interest. Vernom-
Bmith had taken the hall. Dlulstrode was giving the Bounder
af Greviriars a trial in the team.

Vernon-8mith's eyves gleamed as he went on to bowl. Hae
mennt mischief of some sorf, and Wharton, grasping his hat,
was on the look-out for it. It wasz not 50 very long sinee the
Bounder of Greyfrinrs had put Nob Cherry out of play by
sending & ball on to hizs ankle. It would be exactly one of
Vernon-Smith's tricks to repeat that performance white
Prince Otto was looking on.

But that did not happen to be the intention of the Bounder
of Greviriars at the present moment.

The ball came down, wide of the mark, and shot awaw
wide of Wharton; and there was a sudden roar from Baron
Rotenaugen.

= Ach !

The fat chamberlain collapsed upon the ground.

“YWill you

YArh! 1 am kill! am murder ! Ach '
[1“ Great Scott! What's the matter?" exclaimed Dols
W TTY.

* Hinmne]l 1™

* My hat! He must have gol the ball," Vernon-Smith ex-
cluimed, in tones of great surpriso.

“Ach! Ach!”

Wharton gave the Bounder a furious look

“ You rofter !"' he muttered.

Vernon-8imith shrugged his shoulders,

“ Accidents will happen,” he said.

“That wasn't an accident.”

“Oh, rats!"

“Ach! Ach!T?

The fat chamberlain sat up, with both hands pressed to his
expansive walstcoat. tle was gasping and goasping for

breath.
9
Long, Complete Tal B
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“Himmall ! What was tat?  ITinomell 1M

“T'm afraid the ball muast have hit you, sir,” said Bul-
sirode. ** I'm awfully sorvy—ha, he, ha !—fearfully sorry,
sir. 1Ha, ha!”

“Te ball!”

“The ericket-ball, sir.
Ia, bz, ha ™

Baron Rolenaugen groaned.

1 am knock down and nearly Lkill! Ach!™

“ My dear baron,” said Prince Otto, *“ pray retire for the
present.’”’

The baron shoolk his head.

1 must attend your Hlighness”

O, staff B osad the prince.

1t s iy «duaty, vour lilig}!lu"ﬁﬂ.”

The prince made a grimace. e would have been very
Lleazed to be relieved of the attendance of his dutiful cham-
Lerlain. DBut Kaltebad's etiquerte did not allow it. Where
the Kronpring was, his charmberlain was bound to be,

Herr Rotennugen siood up, and rubbed his wisteoat, and
kopt a very keen eve on the ericketers, DBulstrode took
Vernon-Smith off the bowler's end.

I was an accudent,”” said the Bounder.

Bulstrode laughed. _

“You have too many of these wecidents," he said.  “* We
shall get into a4 row with the Head if we rag the visitors.”

* Bat, I say—""

“0h, ratz; pget off 1"

And the Dounder had to go off. Wharton took the ball,
and Baron FRotenaugen was in no further danger, but he
kepb o very wary eye on the players. DPrince Ofto watched
with the keencat interest. He was evidently deeply in-
terested in the English game of ericket, and he segimed to be
trying to pick up bips. When the play had procecded sbout
:l ‘-'Iil{-’u‘tﬂr‘ of an hour, the prince signed to Wharton to come
o him.

Harry was about to bat, but he oheved. It was only
praciice, anyway, and not o match, He handed his bat to
Hob Cherry, and joined the prince.

It seeins 1o be & splendid game,’” his Highnes remarked.

= Oh, it's ripping, sir!”

* 1 should like to play.”

Wharton hesitated.

* Have you played before, sir 17

* Never," snd the prince.

* But if you haven't played-—*

"It seems very easy,” said Prince Otto. “ You take the
bat, and stop the ball from reaching the wicket, and then
run to and fro.  Is there anything else in the game?”

Wharton smiled,

o Well,‘}'cs, there are one or two points,” he said: * but
i vou'd like to bat, sir-—"

I should, teuly.™

“ Highness—"'

*Oh, don't object, baron; I am determined !

“ Highness, it is searcely suitable for the Kronprinz von

3k

CQuite an accident, of course.

-

Kaltebad to play the game of cricket-ball
*Btuff 1
“1 beg your Highness—""
' Nonsense [
*1 wnplore—-"
';E:]u!'fhund nonsense
ooand the prince walked wpon the pitch, where th
Iltilllﬂ‘diﬂ.télj-'I ceaged, J i e

*

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Prince Otto Plays Cricket,
BULETRGBE looked at Wharton, and pgave a little

snort.  Politeness to a prince was one thing, but
ericket was another.

“ What's the lttle game?” demanded the captain
of the Remove.

* Prince Otto 13 g{:ing to bat.”

" Look here—-—"

“Bhut up, Bulstrode!” Wharton swhispered.
cheerfully."

* That's all t'eri,v well I

“ Exactly. Will you use my bat, vour Highness?"

“ Ach, ja!” said the prince. ' You are most good.”

ile stood ot the wicket with Wharton’s bat in his hands.
e was not much taller than Wharton, and the bat suited
him very well. Vernon-Smith came lounging on the pitch
with iz hands in his pockets.

" May 1 bowl, Bulstrode *'" he asked.

Bulstrode hesitated. He knew that the Bounder wanted
to play one of his ill-natured pranks upon the prince, and
Bulstrode would have been very glud to get rid of the
princely cricketer,

But Harry Wharton chipped in at once.
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“Take it

Y on won't bowl,”™ he said.

Vernon-Smith locked at him with s sneer. ¢

“ 1 understood that Bulsirode was cricket eapiain now,"
he remarked. ' If you are skipper aguin, of course, you
Can H]"i"l_".' 'l:.l'l'd!:,'rﬁ-” :

Bulstrode fMlushed angrily at onee, IMe¢ had a painful con-
sciousness that things had zone down generally sinee he
had become capiain of the Remove. For that reason, any
hint that Wharton was thinking of re-pssuming his old place
as caplain of the Form, was enough o touch Bulsirede on
o raw spot.

“You can jolly well keep your orders to vourself,
Wharton,” he said sharply, " L'm cock of the walk here at
J'H'L".'"'hl?."".‘ BLELE) ]-;]'l.""r'i'.H 3

*And, of eccurse, vou wani to do all the crowing,
suggrested Frank Nugent, And the crickefers prinned.

Wharton did not recede in the least R

“ Vornon-Smith’s not going to bowl to the prinee,” he
exclatmed. " e wants to pluy zome caddish trick, and it
wora ld ret s imto g orow with the Head, to say nothing of the
rof Lonness of ruggin rop visibop™

L]

» Mind your own bizney,” said the E'i}l.].[!{!lf“l'. * Bulstrode
cun decide the matter as he likes, 1 suppose. : ,
1 suppose il wouldn't do,” satd Bulstracde. ™ You can

busz off, Bmithy.”

* Look herc

Ok, met out !

And the Hounder got out, with a scowl at Harry Wharion,
Bulstrode tossed the hall o John DBull, whoe went on to
bowl.

The prince was watching for the ball.  John Ball gave him
the easiest one possible, and it whipped the prince’s middle
stump out of the ground, much to his surprise. The prince
swiped at it, and koocked the leg stump down.

FPrince Otto gazed at his wickel,

“ Ach! It has fallen down ! he remarked.

“t Bs igt pefallen down,” grinned Tom Brown.

The prince langhed.

" You're out,” explained Bulstrode,

Wharton gave hun a warmng look.

““FPut the bails on agamn,”” he said.

“ Do vou call this oricket 77 asked Bualstrode.

“ T call it courtesy to a visitor, and a guest of the King,"
sabd Harry.

Bulstrode grunted.

“(h, all right ! )

Tom Brown set up the wicket again. The prince ap-
parently did snot konow that the full of the wicket con-
=tituted the end of his innings, and he batted again very
cheerfully.

John ]gull frave him the easiest bowhng he could ; but it
wasd clear that if he bowled af the wicket he would knock it
down every time, so he gave wides—very wide wides.

It was sbout the tenth ball that the prince managed to hit,

ITis bat came into contact with the ball, and knocked i%
across the field, and several juniors chaced after it.

“ Hurrah "' shouted Wharton. * Run 1V

* Hun I"

“ Buck up!”

The prince did noi seem to anderstand for o moment or
two., Then he dashed along the pitch, and stepped at the
opposite wicket, crossing ggilv;.-, who had been playing
patience at the other end of the pitch.

“Rack again ™ roared Wharton,

“ Ach! do not see—"

Wi Gﬂ bﬂ.ﬂ‘k !”

" Bagk

“ Yes—busz off 17

The prince gasped,

* But why 5-:- I run bhere if T run back again®" he de.
qunéﬁd. I may ag well stay where I om, 2t the beginning,

elri |

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“It's the pame " rasped Wharton,

“Ach! Very well

And the prince ran back.

The fAeldsnen sent the ball gently in, 50 as not 1o take the
wicket, The prince stood on the ecrease apein, looking
lTul;hcd with his exertions, and decidedly pleased with him-
solf,

“ You're two up,” said Tom Brown, whe was keeping
wicket.

The prince looked puazeled.

“Twe up ! he repeated.

“Two up, sir?”

“But [ do not see. It 13 not supposed that T shall sit
down, 1s it?" asked the prince.

da Eh?!"

* But if it 13 not that I shall =it down, how is it that I am
too up?’ asked Prinece Utto, in 2 state of great be-
wilderment

=F

“*Hun back !

= e Wy 4 SIASGEP “THE SCHOOLBOY CASTAWAYS,” SNQUTRSEEERI
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The MNew Zealand junior roared,

“ Ha, ha, ha! I didn't say too up—I said two up.”

“The sound is to me the same, but perhaps that is a
picely of your wonderful language,” said the prince.

“Ha, ha! I mean you are two runs to the score”

“ Whore 15 the score "

Tom Brown pointed to the board.

“ Ah, it i3 very mysterious!™ he exclaimed,
make my runs to the score, as
dircction.”
almost wept, i

“Yes, but a run to the wicket is a run Lo the score,” he
explained. o

“acht It seems to me that & runin one divection 15 nok
& rin in another direction, but perhaps [ do not understand.™

“Vory likely.” grinned Tom Brown. * What I mean s,
that when you take a run, it is pub on the scove, you. see.
You have bwo runs now ; they are added to the score”™

“ But [ have only run twice,”

““ Just s0.""

“Then how can I have twenty-two runs?’ demanded Eho
pringce.

Tom Brown gasped.

Y Twenty-two !

“ Ja, ja. zwei-und-zwanzig—what you call tweniy-two.™

Tue Maoxrr Lispary.—No, 175.

“T did not
ou call it—I ran in that
And he pointed to Ogilvy's wicket, Toin Brown

——aa

“Put I didn't say you had twentyiwo rans [ roared "Fom
Brown, My only chapean! What are you getting at?
g1id you had twe rung added to the score.”

“ But a score is twenty, is L nat?”

ia Eh-‘?l"‘

“1 am ecertuin that my English tutor, when I studica in
Kaltebad, assured nte that a score was twonty in the Eoglish
language,” said the prince firmly. * Two added to twenty
twaoanty-two—zwel-un awanrie””

Tom Brown sat on the grass, and gasped.

“ My enly hat! Explain to him, somebody ™

The prince was looking round with a very puszled eox-

ression. Most of the cricketers were doubled wp, To them
Soglish seemed a plain and easy language; to the German
prince it was crammed with hidden mysterics and nitfalla

“Ha, ba, ha!"” roared Bob Cherry. * Wo call the num-
bar of runs the score—the runs vou take in the game."”

“Ach! Then a scors may be any mimber?

(M course,"

“That iz very curious,” said the prince. “ A score may
beo twenky, and a score alss may be any nomber. It iz very

odd."”

“Ha, ha! A ericket score isn't twenty=—it's the rugs you
take,™
“Ach! I T take twenty rans, that 3 8 score?”

roiivar:  BULSTRODE ON THE WARPATH.” * i G Ontiaa® rrank RionaRrDs,
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“and if T take twelve runs??

" That is yvour score.” )

“ My tulor assured me that in the English language twelve
was called a dozen,” said the prince. "1t 35 very strange.”

“Ha, hat! So it is a doren.”’

“ Then it i= a dozen and a scove as well"”

i Y-l.%-ﬂE. Y

** And twenty runs—is that a dozen also?”

“Oh, dear, no! Ne fear!” . .
“Ah! exclaimed the prince, a light breaking upon him.
Any number may be a score, but any number may not be
a dozen, Js i not so¥

* Exactly,” )

“Ach! Now I understand with pevfection.’

It owas doukiful if the prinee waderstood to perfection. as
ke tormed it but, as Nugent vemacked inoa whizper, hie was
ton shovt to explain further, John Bull bowled again 1o
the prince, aud sgain ihe German hit the ball deep into the
fong field, by a nvacle.

He ran agam, and stopped at Ogilvy’s wicket as the ball
came in, Chrilvy remaining at the pavilion end. There was
ro time for morve than one vun, but the prince started run-
ning back aiong the poch,

o back 1 roaced Dgilvy,

B |

"o back!™

" But T am coming baek pow.”

" Back!™ ;

“ Ach! DBut this 15 back, is it not?’ exelaimed Prince
Otto, " There cannot be two ULacks in your wonderful
mpguage.”

The fieldsmen threw themsebvos into the prass and yelled.
Prince (Mte marched right on to his criginal wicker. But
Ogilvy had plonty of fime to cross the piteh again, for the
fieldernan with the bill was in hysteries, and not at all in a
glgie to send the leather an.

The prince rvegained his  wicket, evidently very much
astonished by the werriment of the ericketers. However, he
launghed too, himself, out of good-nature.

“That 15 wlso two up” he remarked to Tom Brown.

The New Zealand junior grinned joyously.

“Yes, that's two more up,” he said, .

7 1"::;: h.i More up than t!m others™ asked the prince.

ol ?

"1 am new to this great game,” Prince Otte execlaimed
modestly. “ But 1 should like to know how two runs can
be more up than two other runs. I3 this upness of the runs
a peculiar guality which 1 do not comprehend?”

'om Brown shricked,

“ Yoz, that'z it he gasped. * Exactly. The upfuloess of
the runs is tervific, as” Hurree Jamset Ram Singh uwsed to
ray. Go on!” _

“T think I shall become a great cricketer,” the prince re
marked, as he took his stand at the wicket again. I begin
to understand the game with great perfection.”™

Which statement threw meny of the junior ericketers into
s state bordering upoen wild hysteria,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Deadly Bowler!
pmHE?E QOTTO, as s cricketer, was a great success, In

4=

one scnse, at all events. He gave the Remove more

merrisent in # short half-hour than they had enjoyed

in woeeks before. Even DBulstrode, keen as he was to
ot on with the business of practice, could not h{riir enjoying
the scene. Betwoeen the mysterics of crvicket, and the mys-
teries of the Enghsh linguage, the voung prince’s inmings
was an extremely exhilavating one. After a time the prince
suggosted that he should bowl, and his suggestion was at
onee acceded to. The Romovites looked tor a different
variety of fun, and they had it.

There was no great keenness to bat against the E:im:el;.r
bowhing. The erickoters had a strong suspicion that the
bateman wos likely to suffer more than the wicket. But
John DBull volunteered, and he took the bat to face the
pringo. .

-Prince Otto grasped the ball as he had seen the bowlers
grasp it, and took o httle run in imutation. The juniors
watched him breathlessly.

Whiz !

TI_';:; Eall flew from the prince’s hand,

LL] a [II‘

It was a terrific yell from Vernon-Smith, who was standing

n dozenn yards awayv., The Bounder of Greylriars was seen
3:- clap_his hand suddenty to his head, and begin a wild
ance.

“Ow—ow! Yah! Oh!™

“My hatl”

“Where's the ball?™”

* Ask SBmithy! Ha, ha, ha!™

ThE MaaweT LIBRARY.—No. 175,
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“QOw " roared Vernon-Smith. * Yarooh!”

“ Ha, ha, ha'"

“Ow! My head! I'm brained! Yow! Yavooh!

‘The juniors shrieked with laughter, _

Vernon-Smith had had a most unpleasant knock; but
after his own tricks it was really only & kind of pocticsl
justice. The prince was looking round for the ball. Tom

rown picked it up, and tossed it back to him. .

“Ugh! Ow! Oh, you idiot|” groaned Vernon-Smith.

* Accident, you know," said Harry Wharton,

" Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Ow! The dangerons imbecile.”

* Bhut upl” :

“1 don't eave whether he's a prince or notb.
fathead "’
* Bamedody

Gh ™

He's & silly
had better see Smithy off the field,” said

Whaert oo
“ YWes pather!™ . "
“I—aw! Yow! 3y head! I won't po! The silly ass!

But. Vernon-8mith had no choice about going. Three or
four juniors scized him, and marched him olf, grouning and
struggling. B

“ Must be civil to a visitor, and a guesh of thrhl:..mg*, FOu
know," Frank Nugent said cheerfully. ™ Buzz off'

“ Look here! Ow®?

“ Apcidents will happen, you know. You muake enough of
them happen yourself, den't you?”

“{w! My head! Yow! Legpol™

“ Buaze off, then!”

And Vernon-8mith,
temper, * buzzed off.”
not seem nearly so funny fo
instead of the vietimiser. ]

The ficldsmen and the spectators gave Prince Otto a wide
berth after that, There was no telling where the ball would
:.:ﬂil The ULateman was probably the safest fellow on the
feld. g

Prince Ofito j]:urn;mr{'d lo bowl again.

“Look out!” muttered Wharton,

*Stand clear !”

* (et ready to dodge ! ]

And mwost of the juniors crowded back bebind the bowler.
But as it h;qmpn:-n{'ci that was about the worst thing they
could have done, for the ball left Prince (tto’s hand as he
swunp it up, and shot directly bebind his back,

Biff !

* ¥avooh!” roaved Fisher T. Fish.

Y What the—"""

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!™’

“Ow! Thunder! Yow! Great snakes! Yaerooh!™

Fisher T. Fish picked the ball out of the breast of his
jacket, and rubbed his waistcont. ‘The prince locked round
at him.

“ Ach! Is that the ball?’ he exclaimed. )

“1 guarss it is ! gasped Fizher T. Fish. * Do you call this
bowling, or-plaving with a giddy boomerang ¥

“* Ha, ha, ha!"”

" Ach! I am so sorry

Fish groaned.

“*{h, it's all right,” he gesped. ' D've
as Big a8 a roc’s egg, but at's all right.

And he tossed Sack the ball

“T'm vory sorry—most and Enrfmily sorry.”’

with an aching head, and a vile
“ Aceidents ™ with a cricket-ball did
him when he was the victim

A

ot & bruise about
o ahead "

“Not at all!” said Fish, with o wave of the hand. " Go
ahrad, prince! Your Highness is quite weleome”
The juniors chuckled. They understood Fish. Being a

native of a Republican country, titles had a faseination for
him. Like a trus Republican, he was willing to kiss the
earth where princely feet had trod.

A3 a mabter of fact, it was px!.rc-mrrlﬂ' robable that when
Fisher T. Fish returned to New York, his favourite story
would be how he had been biffed by a cricket-ball bowled by
a veal prince, )

“Put I hope you are not hurt!” persisted the prinec. |
Y 0h, T zuess not. We're pretty tough over there,” said
Fisher T. Fish. “I gpuess I can stand havder knocks than
that, your Highness."

“ You are very good.””

“ Mot at all, vour Majesty.*

“You scrumptions ess!” muttered Nugent.
Majesty—he's Highness.”

1 guess it"s the same thing.'

“ 1 think that I will not bow! apain,’ said the prinee, aftor
some consicderation. It 15 nof sufficient that 1 have
weactised. 1 think I shall make good batsman, but the

owler, no." ) )

“ Oh, never say die, your High Majesty,” said Fisher T
Fish—" I mean, your Majestic Highnass ™

“Bhut up, you silly ass!” smd Bob Cherry.

“1 puess——"

“It is time that his Iighness retired te prepare to dine

“He sat

Siory of Tom Herss & o oiuded: > THE SCHOOLBOY CASTAWAYS,” SRiliti o il veak " Fries .



with the Herr Doctor,” said the fat chamberlain, coming
forward apologetically.

The prince sniffed.

fAch! Very good, thon!™

And the portly German gentleman marched the princa
off —-not very much to the prineely pleasure, to judge by the
expression upen the princely face.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
. A Bifi—Not for Bunter.
H.AREE" WHARTON came into No. 1 Study in the

Bemeve passage with a kettle full of water.
The sun was setting, and the bright June afternoon
coting to a close,  The chums of the Remove had
come in hungry from cricket, and they were preparing tea.
Wharton and Nugent, who shared No. 1 Study, were enter-
tainung Bob Cherry and Mark Linley of No. 13, and Fizher T.
Fizh, trom No, 14, The five juniors made the study pretty
full, and as all of them had brought some little supply, the
table was pretty well spread for a tea-table in a junior study.

Wharton put the kettle on the spirit-stove, which steod
upon the window-sill, in order to keep the fumes of the
methylated spirit out of the room. The weather was far too
warm for a fire, especially in a crowded study. The window
was wide open, and the evening breeze came lightly in from
the old green Ulose.

“Jolly weather ! said Bob Cherry, as he dropped in.
* What a ripping pienic we had to-day under the cliffs
y ””-ully M said Nugent, * Your necktie was a proat success,
0.
_ Bob Cherry looked warlike for a moment: but, remember-
g that he was a guest in No. 1 Study, he unclenched his
hands and unknitted his brows.

“ Oh, rats!" he roplied.

“We're going to have cold tommy,™ said Harry Wharton,
“We can't stand a fire in the study on these Liessed June
days. We've got some hard boiled epes from Mes. Mimbles
and some ham. That's all right*

 Ripoing !

“ And there's jawm and marmalade.
the scapdish, a
Y Good I

“ Wire in, then !

The door of the study gently opened. A fat face with great
glimmering spectacles was slyly insorted.

Y1 say, you fellowsg—"'

“ Bunter! Buzz off 1"

“ But, I say, you fellows——>""

*Grat out ™ roared Wharton.

* Look here,” seid Billy Dunter, blinking at them warily,
and standin% ready to slam the door ond bolt at & hostile
movemont, * I'm hungry, and T want my ten. Tea isn’t any
good to me in Hail—measly bread-and-Lutter and tea. Be-
sides, I've had teuw in Hall. I uzed to be in this study——"

“Thank goodness you don't belong to it now!™ said
Nugent.

Oy, really, Franky-——"

“Don't call me *Franky ¥ " roared Nugont.

“1 think I might call one of my oldest friends by his
Christian name,” soid Bunter plathetfcal!y. “You may nof
feel the old friendship for me, Franky; but I feel the same
a5 ever towards you.”

Nugent snorbed,

“¥ou feel you'd like to have a feed, or to horrow some
money " he asked. * They're the only feelings you've ever
had in your life!"

“Oh, really, Frank——"

Nugent seized the shovel from the grate and swung it into
the an.

Slam !

The doeor shut, and Bunter's footsteps were heard recoding
down the passage,

Mugent threw the shovel into the fender again, and sat
down, with a gasp.

“The [at bownder ! he exclaimed.
chap—and I won't!
Franky! Pah!”

The door opened again a few minutes later. The chums of
the Remove looked round in wrath. Bunter blinked in.

“I say, vou fellows——-""

* Buzz out!" yelled MNugent,

HT'vo come o tea "

IHarry Wharton rose.

“ Lock here," he said, * you can't come in here, Bunter!
We're fed ull'.l- with you. All the school knows that you
blackmailed that fellow Heath when he was here, and made
him give you moncy not to tell about the plot against Bob
Cherry. DI'm blessed if I know why the Heed didn't cxpel
vou along with Heath., But you're not fit for a8 decent chap
to kalk to. Wo ean't stand you. XKeep away,”

“0Oh, really, Harry—"' '

Y Doa't eall me Harry!” roarcd Wharton. ““I won't stand
it !

Tae Macwer Lierany.—No, 175.
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“"Harry, old man—=—
By Jove!™ said Wharton, broathing hard.

shut up I'il come out and squash
bright 1"

* Look here, Harry-—*"

Wharton made a stride towards the door. It slammod,
and last footsteps pattered away down the Remove passape.

" The fat cad ! said Wharton, as he sat down again. **It's
curions that he can't sce that he's got over the limit this
trme. I won't stand Bunter any longor I
_ ““Bame here,” zaid Bob Chevry. ** His lving and borrow-
mg might be put up with; but ‘when it comea to extorting
money from a chap, I think it's the limit."”

“Yes, rather!"

“1 puess you're right,” said Fisher T. Fish.
we'd ra

"If you don't
you on the foor—honour

“Over there
Bunter bald-headed. By the way, I wonder where

his Highness is®”
“Eh? Bunter's Highness "
“*No, ass! His Highness the Prince of Kaltebad.”

“Oh, blew his Highness " said Nugent.

“ Here you are. Kis Majeaty—-"

“He isn't Majesty,” said Nugent.
mix up the titles.
Highness,™

“Well, he's a Crown Prince,” said Fish,

Nugent grunted.

“Yes, Crown Prince of a blossed little kingdom alont as
big as Friavdale!” he said. *Pass the mustard, and leave
hiz Highuess alone.”

“Ho's an awfully jolly chap! said Harry Wharton, © Tf
he stayed at Greyfriars long enough we tould teach him
how to play cricket.”

“Ha, ha, ha! He would want some t&arhiﬂgi I wonder
hew the Bounder's head is feeling just now ' roared BRob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat™

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that Buntor again "

It was Bunter again. The fat junior blinked into the
studiv after a cautious tap at the door,

“1 say, vou fellowsa——""'

ot ont 1

“But, I say=—"

* Look heve,” said Nugent, “get out! We're fed up with
you, you bluckmailing young rotter. Mind, if you open that
door again I'll biff this cushion right at you the moment
you got it open. 8o romember

And Nugent grasped a cushion.

Slam ! :

“ Boasts ! yelled Bunter through the kevholo.

Then he vanished.

The juniors resumed their tea, Bunter had a most irri-
tating effect upon their nerves, and they were exasperated.
Nugent kept the cushion by his side, ready to “hiff ' it at
the Owl of the Remove if he should enter the study apain.

There was n sound of footsteps in the passage a fow minutes
later. and Frank Nugent's eyes began to gleam.

“1t's that cad agamn!” he muttered.

“ The [at bﬂundger! Biff him!™

“1 mean to!”

Frank Nugent grasped the cushion and rose to his feet.

.He stopped just opposite the door and raised the cushion
i hoth hands.

There was & tap at the door, and it opened,

Whiz!

Crash !

The cushion cought the now-comer full on the chest as
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vhe door opencd and swept him buck sevcss the passage
pgainst the oppwmsite wall.

“ Ha, ha, ha!™ roared Nugeont.

“Acht™

" What-—l—- (Oh, my hat!”

Y Who s 0?7 yelled Wharton, springing up

Ylhe prinee !

THE TWELFTI CHAPTER.
A Prince to Tea.

RENCE OTT0, swept back by the cushion crashing upon
his chest, had been hurled upon the opposite wall of
the puessage, amwd had sld down into a sitbing posture,
He sat there, gaspung fov beeath, duzed, and wondering

what had happioned.

“Ach! Himmel! Ach!™ he gasped.

The juniors rushed out of the study, greatly confosel.

Th:‘ dh‘l.ﬁ 7 .I'H“I I_“_"i_"ﬂ rl;'l'l' Ellllfl"l'h JI]“! E'."I'ilﬂ]{ .I"I-iHI Ff.'l"l-ﬂiﬂ]?
been a lttle hasty, DBut the call from the prince was so
entirely unexpected that perhaps Frank Nuopent was not so
el ko Llamee, after all The junicrs had been far from
looking for a visit from the Kronprinz ven Kaliebad in a
Juirior stucky.

“Ach! Himmei!®

“Oh, dear!™

Y HBo o sony !

“Quite o misike ™

Y Please let me help vou, sie ™

_"I-"I"[”ill;i l'l-il]'“:"‘ q!'"-‘“ilil:"{l fi!f" }'I}Lln;l' IH'['I“'P H!I(] 5["' II].:]F'I :IIE'l{'lH
his fect. He was gusping for breath, and seemed very much
shaken up, DBt bz pood-humont Tad not fatled him.

" Ach !. Al that is o joke, T sappose, of you youngsters?”?
he exclaimned, Tt §s what you English schoolboys have for
Joke, 15 it not g0l

Yirh, no, sie ! exelaimed Wharten., Y IE was o mistake !

“We were expecting somebody else,” paspoed Nugent, 1
Wwak himn;: the cushion ut o {'\lllr.'H_L WENp o SET, wlho has beern
bothering us, and T took you for hoe™

“Yeu, vos, 1 seo! Itois tistuke=quite mestake I

“Yes, siv, aquite!™

AWt s sorry 1

“I omuess we're awlully soery, your Majestic Highness"
ii;tull jfi:ahr;-r T. Fish, “I hopwe your Serene Muojesty s not
g

*0Oh, no. not at all—nein, nein ™ exclaimed the princa
1 overlook if. It is what you cull guite all right '

Wil vou come in, sir?™ psked Nupenl.

The prinee nodded graciousiy.

CAch! But ves," he said. YT was told that No. 1 wes
ﬂ_sr_1 staddy of my young friend Wharten, and so 1 came to
v izt

' Plepse walk in™

" Yery much honoweed, sie.™

1 omuese we're real glid, veiw Majestic Serenity,” said
Fisher T. Fish,  ** Walk vight in, your Highness, Will your
Majesty tuke a seat ™"
_'l"lhn ]rvrmm looked  round
whe study with nn interesred
eve. Ho planced at the ea-
table, and looked apprecia-
Tive.

“¥You have the meal 7 he
a-ked,

“Yes, oair,”  said  Flarey
Wharton, " Waould you care
te jom ws sir? Or perhaps
ven dine with  the Head,
T

I dine with the Heorr
Dingtor.” assented the prince ;
“but it would be joyful to
dan my youny friends in the
stidly tea.  Yoes'

“ Please sit down 1™

The prince graciously took
a chair which Harry {\"}mr-
ton placed for bm.  The
Juaiors all stood up.,  They
dich not quite know whether
it was the thing to sit down
I the presence of & erown
winee.  And although they
wrd ihe firm comviction thas
any Englizshman was as goal
rs any forcign prinee, it
wonld wot have been cour-
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tecus to avow that conviction in the presonce of the Ilighs
ness of Kaltebad.

The prince waved his hand,

81t down," he anid.

“Thank vou, yoeur Highoess,™

“Aake zome vove fea, Franky™ sluspered Whnrion.
“You cut off 1o Mrs, Munhle's, Foby, for sonse more tack—
gaticle as vou can. Lol ber to put it down to nie”

* Right-ho !

* Rawl somewheve fov 2ome evockery, :'#Ial"ri:r'-”

* What-ho ' sard Mark Linley.

It ode very pleazant and jovful to st down with my
veung friends to the study tea,” the prince vemarked, "1
ain to dine with the Herr Head, but tlos s more to my
bsing. It docs veniind me of my stwlent days, hein? You
have the Lifc of the free angd ease™

"1 oguess so0, vour Imperal Hichness™

“¥You make the tea yourseli, with poet,” the prince
vemarked, in ogreat admiration, zz IMask manipulated the
teapol,  Th s very clever.”

CQuante casy, s, said Frank.

Mark Linley came in owith en wowmful of ciockery, In
honour of the peincely mieest, be bad cothercd 18 recklessly
rom other stodies alony the passpre. It wes go iime to
stand on coremony,

Bob Cherry bolted sn with a2 bag. which he opened an
tne cdesk, the prmee affecting 1o =0 sothinge of the pre-
raratlons,

The tea set before Prince (Hfo wes rveally an appetising
one, and it wes quite possible thed he would enjav 1t more
than the more stately and muach dntber repest wath Headd in
the old cak-vanelled dining-reom of the Head's honse.

The juniors had almost finished their tea, wnd they wore
willing to devote themeelves to walting upon their prineely
puest,

Prinee Otto ate and drank with croat rusto, ond N'I'{Il‘ntij'
cnioyed himself,  Wharton, glancmg fiom (e window, saw
Baron Rotenaugen wandering i the Ulose, slopped to speak
1o nearly everybody he met. Harey prinned a2 it dawned
upon him that Prince Otto had given his venevable mentor
the slip in coming to the stwdy. The weeatoess of being o
Kronprinzg of a German Sfate, pm-l].-q_'--;_ Lisacad 1 he YO and
cheerful Oite sometimes, wnd he wag plod 10 et 5,“-1-[:, From
the perststent reminders of his greot nes

There was 2 sudden rush of feer o the passige,

Johin Butl and Tom Brown rushed n,

“"You bounder< ! rosrved Tom.

“ You burglaes!™ yellad John Dull

“ Eh-—what [

“You've vaided 58l ong eengksg PP

“You've collared ow h

“{Wht?

"_ﬁth!”

The juniors suddenly perceived the
agoniscd s1ns to them to shul up bed
saw the prince,
H'm 1”?
."!l-i'l E”

viner. Wharton's
ecn fest until they

Then they understocd.
“ Oh! ?
" Ahem!

With crimson  faces they
Eacked tovards ile  deor,
Trey backed out, and darted
alongr the passage. At the
cid they paused to glare at
one another,

“You ass. Drown 1

“You chwnp, Buli ™

U Ha, ha, ha ™ came from
Noo 1 Study, in o clear,
bovish laugh.

It was the prince. The
humear of the situation had
struck Prince (Mo at once,
2l he was laughing
heartsly: amd Harey Whar-
ton & C'o. joined in his mer-
Fimont,

THE THIRTEENTH
CHAPTER.
The Anarchist,

S 2y . Yok % " “ EIN PRINZ "
i il RN - . 3] Prince  Otto
7 Rl 'M had finished his
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tea, and risen,
and was looking out of the
window into the dusky (lose.
The sun had set beyond the

Now on Sale.  Elack Pike, and the moon
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was gammering over the Clese now The grounds were
desecied.  In study and passage and commen-room  there
voese Hpghts and merry veicos

- Aein Prinz i

1t wae the veice of the fat chamberlain from the Close,
Fie hsd caupht sight of the prince 2t the study window.
I'vioee Otto laughed,

1 am kere, Baron."”

“Mein Piina! 1 feared that the Anarchists had——""

“H:. ha. hat"

" Mem Pring—e——

“There is no danger from the Anarchists here, my pacd
Bon,” gaid the ponce. 7 Even Starkeksse will not venture
io comwe hore,™

* 1 fear that he may, your Highoess"

“utuft o sand the prinee.

Gavon Rotenawgen disappesced into the house, evidentry
with the intention of coming up lo lock for the prince.
Piinee Gito turned to the yunios,

Tt ws escape him,” he zanl He bores
e ie a dead man™

“Lieod !’ said Wharton, ** Thiz way!”

1 should like to look round the school in this beautiful
mecnlight,” said the prince. ™ After that I have to dine
wiﬂld the Herr Doctor, Perhaps you will show me the
rosstad,

The Maower Lierary.—No. 175,
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Bob Cherry's straw-hat was lifted from his head, and sailed away on the wind towards the rocks, i
Beb witered an exclamatlon, and the bags drﬂppeﬁ;rmu his hands as he made a wild cluich at his hat.
\See paged )

e R B ———— - —

Crash] !

i —— i LS

“With pleasure, sie”

1 puess it will be a preat hononr fo show round your
Majestic Highness,” said Fisher 1. Fish,

* Hear, hear!” .

The prince fellowed Havry Wharton from the study. But
the chamberlain had been too gquick for them. He was
already labouring up the stairs, and he called out as soon
as he caught sight of the prince in the passare:

** Highness—highness !

Prince Otto pauscd.

** Ju, ja, Barvon.”

1t is time to dine with the Herr Doctor.™

* Oh, very well—very well”

» 8hall we wait for you in the Close, sir?" asked Harry
Whavton.

“*Yes, yos; you are very kind.”

And Trince Otto walked away with his chanmiberlain, The
latter talked to him in guttural German all the time, ovi
dontly remonstrating, and the prince tossed his head as he
listoried, He looked a great deal like a big schoolboy being
hi:uled over the coals by his tutor.

* What a jolly chap he is!" said Harry Wharton. ** Ho
Jdoesn't seein much older than Wingate, and some of the
fellows of the SBixth.”

“ No; he's ripping !’ said Frank.
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1 tuess ho's top noteh,” said Fisher T. Fish, “ 8o jolly
mﬁt.}fsc?rr:ding, too, for a real high Majesty.”
55T

“1 cuess

* Fathoad "'

“1 reckon—"

“ Chump!**

And with that expression of opinton, the juniors left Fisher
T. Fish to daydream upon the delights c.[] beinz spoken to
by a prince.

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled oub into the Close.  They

ad not dono their prep. for the evening; but they had no
doubt of petting excused prep. under the peculiar cireum-
stances of having o prince to entertain.

“ Halln, halle, halle!” exclsimed Bob Cherry suddenly.
" There's Gossy arguing with somebody. I wonder whal the
row is.

The unmusical voice of Gosling, the school poricr, could
be heard proceeding from the garﬁ-s. The j'ur'ricf:-gr drew near
the spot. In the dim light of the lamp over the gates, they
made out a tall dark figure. The gates wore open, but
Gosling was barring the way, and Gosling did not appear to

in a good temper.

“I tell you you aw’t to come in,” he 3aid.
htt}:df?rs t{}fl-:ei:ﬂ.p out any furriner whe comes.”

ne of the prinee’s suite from the wacht. I expect,™
Mark Linley mml;rked, ) i

“It can’t be,” he spid. ** All the crew of the yacht and

» resk of the prince's attendants have gone to the inn at
Friardale, to wait there till he leaves to-morrew. The
prince insisted that the Head should not be put to the
trouble of accommodating any more persons than himself
and the chumberlain."

“Then this chap——"*

ik Hark!h "

“But I must come
English, but with a
the ‘E;-ineu.”

“ What prinee?™

Ltfﬁillﬁ% Otto.™ " "

“Wot I says is this 'ere—I ain't going to tallk to you,"
said Gosiing. ** You o hoff—that’s -.EFhatg]' says."" d

“Will you take a message to the prince?™

* Qood-hevening.”

“Will you take a messape—a-

** You be hoff, that's what I says.”

““ I wish to send a message to the prince.”

 Fine weather, ain't it?" said Gosling.

The juniors chuckled. Gosling had evidently had orders
not to admit to anybody who mipht inquire, that there was
& Cerman prince at Greyfriars. The precaution was taken
in ¢ase the rascals on the black steamer should attempt to
land and get on the track of the prince again,

Gmlmﬂ was doing his duty, And the stranger's pretence
that he had a message for the prince would not hold water,
for they knew that orders had been sent to all the prince’s
uite not to come to the school.

It must be a chap off the black steamer,” Wharton
whispered.

::Bg George! One of the giddy Anarchists ™

S ;;3 hound may have a bomb with him,” murmured

nt.

“I don't think that's likely,” he said. * Thev're rot that

kind of Anarchist, I belicve. The prince sgjdyr.hq_ty sirmpl v
wanted to capture him, to hold him as a prisoner while
making terms with their home government. I hardly think
they mean anything worse than that. But listen!”
. There was a sound of the clinking of metal, and the
juniors eaught a plimmer of gold in the gleam of the lamp
over the gate. Then the stranger’s voice was heard again.
fzosling was tucking away a couple of sovereigns in his
waistcout pocket.

“Will you tell me, then, simply whother the pri i
hera " asked the stranger. e R

" Wot I savs ia this "ere. T obeys horders.”

“ But is Prince Otto staying at the school

“I hain't nothing to say.””

“Bah! I know he is here!” the man oxclaimed angrilv.
"1 have learned as much by hearing talk among the sﬂgfxﬁn
in the village.' _

** That ain't nothing to de with me,” said Gosling stolidly.
“Wot I says 13 this "cra—"

“I know he is here. T am assured of it

Harry Wharton and the others came out into the light by
the gate, Wharton looked quickly at the stranger, and
recogrised him, It was the black-bearded, black-moustached
man, who had followed the prinee in the bowt aftor the
wreck of the yacht. It was the lcader of the Anarchists,

“It's he!” Nugent exelaimed.

ThE MAGNET
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* It's the chap they call Starkekage”

* That's the man.”

The big, black-bearded German turned quickly on the
juniors, He recognised them, too. There was a gleam of
rage in his eyes.

“Ach! You, too!" he exclaimed. “It I3 to you that I
owe my failure !

And he swung round his hand at Haery Wharton, If the
heavy bBlow had taken cffect the junior would have been
strotched upon the ground. But it did not! Harry Wharton
dodged the blow; and then, shouting to the others, he sprang
atb the Anparchist, The juniors rushed te the attack. and in a
second the iz German was sprawlmg in the dusty road. with
the jumors scrambling over him.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ducked

TARKEWASE snricked out furious words in German,
which it wasﬁer]mps as well that the juniors did not
understand. e struggled in the grasp of the chums of
the Remove, but, powerful man as he was, they wers

too many for him. He rolled in the dust, and Bob Cherry
sat upon hiz chest, and Nugent sprawled across his legs, aod
Harry Wharton fastened a grip upon his theoat,

“Got the beast!" said Wharton.

* Hurrah !” panted Dohb.

HAch! Himmel ! roared the German.
ain't ik ¥

“Rats!"

“You lets that [ gets up.”

“ Dosh 1™

1 am peaceful citizen.”

¥ou're a rotten Anarchist, the chap who waa chasing the

prince's boat,” said Harry Wharion, [ don't know wihother
you can be locked up, bub you cught to be™

“Yas, ratoer!™
U Wot T savs i3 this 'cre,' said Gosling. ™ You keep 'im
till I call the "Ead, Master Wharton. That's wot [ says.™

“Zood ezgg! The Head will know.”

“Wot I says i3—""

Gosling was interrupted. A form dame into the lighs over
the gates, and a well-known voice exclaimed :

* Ach, my young friends, vou frwve what you English call
& jﬂli{rl row. I3 it that I can help vou with tha punch of the
noze |

Tt was the prince.

Wharton uttered an  exclamation. The prince had
decidedly betrayed now the fact that he was an inmate of
Greyfviars College. Starkekaze's black eyeas gleamad with
satisfaction behind his spectacles.

“Ach! Der prinz!™ he marmored.

“Whom have we here?®" exclaimed Prince Otto,

“The Anarchist, sir.”

* Himmal !"'

The prince looked down at Starkekase. A frown came
over lus face, replied to by a look of defiance froun the
Anarchist,

" 50 it 18 you, Herr Starkekase "' exclaimed Otto.

“Ja, jal Ttis I,” said Starkekasc.

“¥You have followed me.”

“ As you sec’

“We found him aalﬂng questions of the porter, sir, and we
collared *him,"” Harry Wharton explained. “ We thought it
mighb be possible to get him locked up, sir”

“There i5s no charge,” he said, “*In this country you do
not punish person for political opinmion.  And the heastly
Anarchist is quite safe. And that man, wicked as he 13, has
not break law.™

“ e chased your yacht, siy, and made it go on the rocks ™

“ You take vacht on rocks of own accord!” he exclaimed.
“It i3 no business to me”

“Well, he's hanging round the school to do mischief,®
urged Bob Cherry.  “ He ought to be arrested as a suspicious
character, or someihing.'

“1 fear ihat il cannot be done.”

“It 18 [ who shall make the charge before the police," said
Starkekase, with a sncer. I shall complain to the police,
and make the charge against you of the assault and the
batter.”

“My hat!™

“Well, if we'te going to be charged with assault and
battery, we may as woll do sometiung to be charged with,”
Frank MNugeni suggested,

i Gﬂﬂd awz A

“Theee's a diteh across the road ™

“Good! Duck the cad!™

Y Harran ! Duck him "

Herr Starkekase struggled furiousiy.

“Tab you let go,

LR
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His spectacles came off, and so did his collar, and his coat
was ripped up the back, but he could not get out oi the
grasp of the jumors.

They dragged and rolled bim acress the road, and plunged
him head first into the deep muddy ditch that Hﬂw{.‘{f on the
othor stde

Splash!

The fat German disappeoared into the ﬂﬁ“‘iﬂ% water.

A terrific bubbling and sputtermz and spluttering was
heard, aund he came up again, covered with mud, red and
snorting and furious. . ‘

The juniors stood on the bank, roaving with laughter.

“ Ach, ach! Groo! Ach!?

“ Ha, ha, ha, ha!l™

“Himmnel ! Ach, ach, ach ™

“ Ha, ha, hal?

The Iat Gernman attempted to straggle out of the waler.
1!;:-*;::ﬂ:rhu‘fjlu1:1rr:,f- put cut his foot, and pushed him back into the

iteh, )

“ No, you den't!” he remarked.

¥ ."’I{;FI, ach

“ If yvou want to ged out, you can crawl out the other side,”
gaid B?h checriully. " You can seramble thvough the hedge.”

£ J’tﬂ y !H

“It will be a Jesson to vou not to come nosing round
Grevfriars again, you know,"” Bob remarked. * No, you're
not comnng out "’

And he gave the German Anarchist anothor push with his
foot, which sent Flerr Sturkekase floundering 1n the widdle
of the diteh.

““ Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Prince Otto. Ha,
ha, ha”

Starkekase spluttered and fAcundered.

“ Aha ™ he hissed, in really a fine melodramatie style, 1
will have r-revenge!”

“ Ha, ha, hal"’

“ Revenge! I will have * ]

* ¥You'll have that,”” said Nugent, tossing a turf into the
water, and catching the German under his fat chin.

Herr Starkokase sank once more gracefully out of sight.

He came floundering up. and scrambled up the opposiie
side of the wide diteh. Thore was a hedge on that side, with
s erunrhling muddy bank, and it was nob casy to get up;
but Herr Starkekase had either to negotiate that hedge, or
to remain in the ditch. He tackled the hedge.

With & great deal of grunting, and gasping, and flounder-
ing, and tearing and seratching, he forced his way through
the hedge, and scrambled into the field en the other mide.

The juniors gasped with merriment. It was so utterly ridi-
culous an end to the swank of the Anarchist that they could
ot help it. A meledramatic villain seldomy had a more
covmie exit. 3

“1 think he’s had a lesson, anyway,’” Mark Linley
obrerved. ' He won't be in a hurry to come round Grey-
friars again.’ _ ~

“ Rather not,” grinned Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton looked very theughtful. As 2 maiter of
fact, he did not think that Herr Starkekasze would be got rid
of 80 easily. But he did not say so. The irmcc wasg leaning
pgrinst one of the old stone pillars of the gate, laughing
heartily, He could cvidently see only the comic side of the
malter.

“Ach! It is to Jaugh—it s to laugh very much ! Prince
Otto extlaimed. It iz the long farewell to the Herr Starke-
kase, I think, my young friends. He has had the valuable
lesson,™

* Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors went in, and Gur:éinﬁ locked the gates.
Dito linked his arm familiarly in Harry Wharton's.

“ ¥ou like that T stay with you till you %n to %'ﬂur bed,”
he remarked. **I think it is what you Ernglish eall the jolly
gogd.” :

Wharton smiled _ ]

“ Cowe nto the commen-vontn, sour .Ihghnﬂss,” he said.
T den’t know that you'll find ueg amus=ing, but we shull be
very pleased to have you.”

‘“¥ea, rather, sir,”

“1 come with the pleasure, my young fricnds”

The term * young friends”™ made the juniors smile. As s
matter of faet, Prince Otto scemed to them considerably
vounger than thomselves in some things.

They strolled up to the School House, and found Fisher T,
Fish on the steps, waitinﬁ for them. The moment the
American junior caught sight of the prince, his cap came off
as if of its own aceord.

“ Your Royal Highness!” he exclaimed, * (Gzood-evenming,
your Majesty ! T hope your Imperal Greatnoss is well this

¥

It s to laugh!

Prince

eveTIng. 5 ;
*“Oh, cheezo it, ass!" said Harry Wharton.
“Your Imperial Majesty—""

“ This way, FPrince Otte.”
“1 follow you.” _ ;
And Harry Wharton led the Prince of Kaltebad into the
junior common-reom, Fisher T, Fish following, as if de-
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lighted to tread in the prinecly footsteps, and still mormuring
n l'aﬂ dazed sort of way, ' highness, majesty,” a»d similar
woras.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Leap ol the Frog.

HE junicr common-room was preily well erowded.  Most
T of the fellows hiad finished their prop., and were having
a chat in ihe common.room before bediime. The
Hemove were nearly all there, and most of the Upmr
Fourth, and a stromg contingent of the Third and the Sccend.
Forms above the Upper Fourth fréquented the semior room,
and turncd up their neges at the junior aparbiment. The
cntrance of the prinee into the room was greeted with o buee,
Prince Otta locked round him with a genial smile. He was
curions io knew how the Grevfriars fellows amused them.
spbves in the evening. Most of the fcllows were talking, an
the room was Blled with a bum of voices, Home of them
sJaved chess and draughts, and some oiled their ericket-buts
IIE}I y Bunter was scated in & corner with a bag of jam-tarts,
slewly and methodically working his way threagh them.
The fat junior had evidently raised a loan from somew here.
Rulstrode, as captain of the Remaove, felt it incumbent upon
him to ecome forward and grect the prince.

 Welcome, your Highness ! he said.

The prinve bowed. ]

“ You are very good,” he said,
I euppose?”

Bulstrode Tooked a Jittle puzzled. 3 g

v yell we alwavs bry to play the game,” he sad.

“ Which game !’

“ T 1 _ -

 Hlere which game s 3t that you play with yoursclves?
asled the prince.

Bulstrode laughed. - : 3

fibh, T see! Oh, anything—Ilcap-frog, somctimes,

“ Leap-frog ! What is that?"” : oy g

“Tt's a jolly good game,' =said Bkinner, joimng 1. I
your Imperial and Serene Greatness wuulu:lncare 1o learn, we
should be bappy and hemoured to imstruct.” .

 Yes, rather !’ said Vernon-Smith eagerly. Let's haﬂ.!{* i
game. The prefects ean’t say anything about making a 1ow
when we have the prince herce with us)’

“*Hear, hear 1" X

The prince gave ithem a genial look. . e

1 am to be moet happy to learn!” he exclaimed. It|:5
the delight to me to study your British amusement games.

Wharton gave Skinner a look. Leap-frog was scarcely the
game to propose to a prinecely visitor, and Wharton knew
that Skinner and his friends meant ragging, if they could
manage it. But the prince was evidently eager to learn ihe
new and myeterions game, and Wharton did not feel that he
could say anything in objection, but he managed to drop &
whisper to BEi:mcr.

“ No Jarks, 8kinny.”

Skinner chuckled. _

“ Oh, of conree nat ! he said.  “I'm going to be as grave
n& a 'udge, and os solemn as an underiaker. I always am,
ain’t Jl o

“ Look hare——" 2 . E—

I coming,” satd Skinner, in answer to an unagnary
call. And he turnc away before Harry Wharton could say
any more. : :

“ You shall instruct me in the game,’”” the prince said.
“It s enlled, you say, the leap of frog.”

“That's it.”

“You play, perhaps, with the bat and the ball, the same
as the cricket 7" : y .

“Ha, ha! No. We play it just as we are" Blkmner ex-
plained.  * Shove those tables back, you chaps, and make a
clear path from the deor to the wall.”

- Right-ho !

The junicre eagerly cleared a long path from end lo el
of the long room. They were ulways keen for leap-frog in
the comnon-room, but as o rule any loud amusement of 1hat
sort bronght down upon them the wrath of the prefects. Buot
with the prince playing, cven the prefects of rhe Sixth could
hardly say a warl. The juniors were in the unique position
of being able to make _as much noise as they pleased without
the danger of being called over the coals.

Skinner bad taken upon himself the office of mstructor to
the prinee. He Jed the Highnees of Kaltebad out into the
mickdle of the room.

“ Waw, fuck in your tuppenny ! he exclaimed.

The prince etared.

“What ™"

“I'uck in your tuppenny, please I'' said Skinner.

“ You play the game liere,
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“ But I do not understand,” eaid the prinee, in amazement.
 Hlow is it that you shall tuck in the tuppenny 7"

“Fa, ke, ha 1" roared the juniors,

“ "orbaps it 18 to laugh,’” he said; ** buat it 15 that [ do not
wob understand the rules of the game.”

* Lot me show you, eir.”” suwid Skinner,

““Thauk you o much ! :

“You bend down like so, and tuek your head in so, and
stay hike that™

“Arh! For what?”

“Till we've jumped over you.”

“HHimuned I :

“ When the other fellow’s jumped over you, be bends down

< iuflﬁ in his tuppenny, and you jump over him."

chi

“"You undersiand 1"

“ Yes; I think that it is to me clear.”

" Then tuck in vour tuppenny !"

“Ach! What a wonderful language is the Enghsh, so full
of surprises!” said the prince. My English tutor
Kaltobad never aven to me mentioned that expression. It
15, perhops, that he was not thoroughly educated.”

“ Ha, ha, hal!"

- The prince cbediently bent down as he had scen Skinner
do. He struck the correct attitude at once. There was po
doubi thalt Prince Otto was a young man with intelhgenae,

Shkinner backed away to give a run and a jump. The
humorist of the Remove winked to his friends. Instead of
¢lenring the prinee by puiting his hands on his back and
jumping over, he intended to ecome <down astride of the
princa’s back, and bring Prince Otro with a terrific bump fo
the Boor, That was Skinner's idea of a joke.

But the greatest jokers sometiimes find their schemes waork
aut incorrectly, Skinner etaved a moment too loag ealen-
lating his jump. When he ran and jumped, the prince was
tirgd of waiting, and he was rising [rom his bent atiitude to
ﬁ&g‘whmher Skinner was coming.

Lo prinece roze just as Skinner jumpedd
. There waz a wild yell from Skinner, and he went Aounder.
ing backwards to the Boor, where he landed with a Joud und
echoing bump.

Bump !

Y ¥ arooh !

The Removiles burst into a roar.  Skinner's little joke
working out this way secemed ta them irresistihly comie --and
s0 1t was, [or all but Skinner. Skinner failed to see "‘where
the |lauzh came in.

“1Ia, ha, ha '

Y Ach ! oxclaimed the prince, looking down at the rroan-
ing Skinner in great concern. *“lIe it that it is my fault
that my young friend has fallon ?"

¥ IMa, ha, ha 1’

“ You shouldn't have got up,” grinned Bulstroda.

“Ahch! I am very sorrey.”

0w, ow, ow !

“Is my young friend hort?"

Y WNo," said Bob Cherry, ' He's doing that for fun™
. Y Ha, ha, ha "

- Harry Wharton helped Skinner up, #nd pushed him out
of the way.

“Berve you jolly well right, for your rotten trick," he
whisperad to him. " If yvou start awnything of the sort
again, you'll get a dot in the eve, so look out.”

Skinner only groaned. He was not in a state to play
any tricks, or to play anything else just at present. e
wis aching all over from the violent contact with the Hoor.

“You have to stay down till you're jumped over, your
Highnes," said Wharton, ““Ii you care to play—-"

Y, I shall like ta! I will ramember now.”

T hood 1

And the whole crowd of juniore joined in the pawme,
followin, one another up and down the long room in a
double row, with shouts of laughter and enjoyment. Win-
gate, of the Bixth, came to the deor, looking rather
excitad, but as s0on as he saw the prince in the erowd of
merry-makers he retrealed without saying a word. Two
ar three other prefects looked in, and departed zpeechless
The game went on with the greatest enjoyment, and with
ever-inereasing din,

Suddenly a horrified voics was heard at the door. A fat
form almost filled up the doarway from side to side, and
Herr Baron Rotenaugen blinked inte the room throuzh the
pincz-nez perched upon his fat nose.

“ Ach! Main prinz!”

JAnd the great chamberlain of the Court of HKaltebad
staggered aguinst the doorway, almost fainting at the sight
af ‘the Krenprinz pIa:.rini; leap-frog with the junicrs, and
tucking in s tuppenny like any Third-Form fag.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton's [dea.

ERR BARON ROTENAUGEN very nearly fainted,
H but he managed to support himsell
¥ Mein prinz! Mein prinz!”
The prince looked round.
“# Ach! Herr baron! Komm in!
leap of the frog!”
“ Himmel ! .
“ Komm and pIajr with us, my dear baron—mein lieher
baron! Komm!"
“Ach!” s :
The prinee, with a pleam of mischief in his blue eyes,

Komm and play the

grasped the baron by the arm, and whirled him into the
oG,

Herr Rutennugcn gasped for breath.

“Ach, ach! Oh! Ach!"

“ Now, lean down——"'

EL .-ﬁ-th !n

“*And tuck in vour tuppenny "

““ Ach, ach ! .

“Go it shouted Bulstrode.

The baron, almost fninting with surprise and horeor,
leaned mechanically as the prines pushed him, and the
juniops took fAving leaps over home It was the first time
that the Lord High Chancellor of the Court of Kaltchad
had ever played T::a.prfrr:g. and probably it weuld be tha
last. And bhe did not enjoy it now, but he seemed to have
no choice,  As [asl as one Junior eleared him, another cama
dashing on; and at last came the prince—the Kronprinz
himsell—leaping over his chamberlain's back,

“Himmel!" moaned the baron, It iz a dream that I
have—a dieam of horrar—what the British call thaz mara
of the mght "

B Go it!"

“Play up "

Hurrah "

Mr. Queloh, the master of the Remmave, came to the dooe
of the jumior common-reom. The Lower Fourth Form-
masier looked very heated.

“ Bors ! he shouted., * Thia noise—"'

Then he broke off. ;

The sight of the Crown Prince and his Lord High
Chamberlain playing leap-frog with the juniors toole Me.
Quelel’s breath away.

“Oh!™ he murmured. ‘“Ah! Oh!”

And he hastily retreaied.

"Ach!" groaned He:r Rotenaugen.
—1 am bewilder!"

“ Bed-time, jou kids!' said Courtnoy, of the Sizth,
coming in. ' Sorry to iaterrupl, bat o you're ten minutes
late aiready.”

“(h, buzz off, Courtney, old man "

“Give as a rest [

“We're playing with the pringe.”

“None of your bBlessed democracy
Respect for the Royal blocd™
aee the prince?

Courtney  laughed.  The prince,
laughed, {00, and shook his head. .

Mo you must not stay up for me!” he exclaimed. I
have enjoy the gume bomense, and I shall always remambar
this jolly good games, Bui go to bad now with yourselves'

“ Ach " groaned Herr Hotenaugen,

My chamberlain desires to thank you [or Lthe good sport
vou have given him,” said the prince, with a Ewinlle in his
eye,

“ Ach Y

# Thank your yvoung frionds, Herr Baron. Do not give
them a poor idea of the courtesy of the people of Kaltabad,"
whispered the prines,

Baron Hotenaugen groansd.

“ Ioh danke thnen,” he momblaed. 1 tank you very
much indeed with myself for the good sport of the game of
lu:L‘p the frog. Ach!”

“Hurrah!"

* Ha, ha, ha!” ;

And the chamberlain, gasping for breath, and looking
eonziderably dishevelled, guitted the common-troom, leaning
heavily on the arm of the princa.

“ Good-night, sir " shouted the juniors. .

“ Gaood-night, my young friends ! Cood-night to you all I™

“ Good-night, vour Highness!"" said Fisher T. [Fish,
following the prince into the.passage to catch the last pos.
sible glimpse of his princely person. * Good-night, your

Achk! I am daze

here, Courtney!
T

sald Deistrode. "“Oan't you

rather  breathlessly,

BMajesty ! 1 hope your Hichness will sleep well. I hopa
your Imperial TGireatness will be guite comfy. I hope your
majestic Majesty-—"
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But there the American junior had to stop, as Bob Cherry
clapped a hand, of considerable size, ever his mouth,

O " gasped Fisher T Fish. " Yow! I guess—F

“Shat ap, nss 17

O to bed with you ! zaid Courtney, good humeunredly,
“*You've late ! Hurey up, or I shell warm youl!”

Auwd the jumiors crowded up to the Remove dormitory,
lovrrhing ntd chuckling. The game in the common-room
had been very enjovable, and, under the circumstances, there
wos no rageing from the prefects to fear,

iut the ’rﬁm: rhtful look returned to Harry Wharton's fnce
as he wndvessed to o to bed. He coald net help ‘thi.nk:lrui': ol
the Anarchist Starkekase, and the deadly emmity be had
shown towards the I'rince of Kaltcbod. .

“Whiit are vou thinling shout, Harry ' Frank Nugent
psled, as he kicked las bootz off.

= Btarkeknse

“You don't think he’ll come back ¥

Wharton nodded.

“Look here,” he said, in a low voice, ™ it scems that the
Anavelist parcty in the prince's own country are at daggers
drawn with the govermwent there, and they want to hold
the prince as a sort of hosiage to maks terms. They've
gone to all the trouble and expense of chartering o steamer
to pursue him at sea, now he's come to England for the
Covonation, and even after he’s got here, Starkeliase s
basnging round the place. That German chap 15 a brute,
but ho's very keen, and my belief iz that he's found oul all
there it to learn—that the prinee is only here for one night,
atl that the seldiers will come dewn from London tomerrow
to see him safe to Bueelmghom Paloee™

* Very lkely. Bot——"

“Well, I hear that they're sending down some Scots
Guards to take him to London, and as soon as the escort
comes, Starkekase’s chance will be up”

Sugont grinnecd.

* 1 rather think 50, he agreed. 1 can’t imagineg thoze
German Anarchises tackling the Scots Guards,”™

*Well, then, to-mght 15 Starkekase's last chanee,' said
Havry Wharton quietly. * Do you think, after all the
trouble he and his gang have taken—and the expense they
rrust have ponc to—he will let Prines Otto get to London
without one more attempt to gel hold of him? Unless he
wanted to have another try to kulnap hun, why was he so
keen to know whether the prince was stoying ot the school
or net!"

“ Cuite zo. DBut '3

“ I believe there will be an attempt lo-mght.”

MNugent whistled,

“ Better spenk to the Head about if, then.
to be zome sort of a watch kept, Havey.”

*Thai's what I was thinking of, Are you game ™

“ 17 Oh, 1 see! Cartainly,” sad Nugent, with a prin.
“We'll wount puard over the prince's door, if you like™

“That's what I mean—you and I, and two or three others
could slip out of the dorm. guietly, after lights out, wnd
loolk out for the scoundrels, after the prince has gone to
bed.™

“I'm game.™

* Then 1t's settled.”

“Wherefore this mysterious canfab?' said Bob Cherry,
logking at Harry.,  ** Wherefore that wrinkled brow of
thought, my son?”

Wharton explained.

“Tm on,” said Bob, al once. * We three, and Johnny
Bull, can keep wateh, without a word to any of the others,
We can take some enckoet-stumps in case we need them. [
should mt;her like to stump that black-bearded chap.™

There ought

John Bull wilhingly agreed to join, The juniors went to
bed without saying anything meore about 1. But Harry
Whartan dul not sleep. The danger, to his mind, was a very
vepl one; and it would have been useless to speal: to Frince
{itto himsell about if. The prince was too careless and light-
hearted, and despised the Anarchists too thoroughly, fo
think of taking precauntions.

But with four Jumors on the watch, the German Anarchists
werg not hkely to be able to Kdnap the prineg from within
the walls of Greviciars,

Courtenay saw Iig]'lf.*. put, and the j:::rlfuﬂ_-'. WS 2000) :l_slizizﬁpn1
with the exception of Harry Wharton, He remained awake,
listening to the clock as it rang out the guarters and the
heware,

Eleven o'clock ! Hall-past eleven !

Wharton rose silently from bed, and slipped an his clothes.
The Remove dormitory was buried in silence and slumber,

By half-past eleven all Grevirviars, as-a rule, was in hed.
Wharton meant to be on the watch cutside the prince’s door
by idnight.

He pwoke the ather fellows quietly, and Bob Cherry and
Nugent and John Bull turned out without a word, and
dressed themselves, ] .

They left the Remove dormitory without awakening any
..;:.E‘j 1r|u: other fellows, and Harry Whaiton closed the door
Boitly.
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“ Yau know where the prinee is %" Nugent whispered,

“¥Yos, I made Trotter show me his roont. [t's at the end
of the passage into the Head's house-—the Blue room.”

“ Bood ! Bturkekass coultin't get i at the window of thak
room, even if he knew it—it's a sheer drop of thirty feet to
the ground.” ; :

“Yes, I expect the Ilend bLad that in view when he
chese 1t for the pricge.  Aml we shall be on the watch out-
sidle the door.™

“T'H get the ¢ricket-stumps out of the study,’
Bull.

*Good !

John Bull slipped mio the Remove passage, and brought
four ericket stumps from No. 14, He rejoined the others,
and they made their way to the prince’s room.

All Greviriars was dork and silent. The prince had gons
tor had. Whethor his Lard High L‘hﬂmbe:rlai:} glept in the
same roots, the jundors did not know; but in case of an
attack from the Anarchistx, lerr Baron Rotenaugen was not
likely to be of muoch uge, in any cose.

“Qumiet ' osand Wharton,

“Who's making a row ¥ asked Bob Cherry.,

“Raits! IT the prince hears you, he may think it's the
Anarchistsg—"

*Betier not talk, then,” supgested John Dull,

“ Fathead !"

The juniors ook up their stand outside the door of the
prinee’s room, n the wide, dark passage. At the end of
the passage » window glimmered in the moenlight. Mid-
night rang out fromn the clock-tower.

q

whispered

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Giuarding the Prince.
IDNIGHT !
Groyfrinrs slept !
In the vast pile of the old echool, there were only
four wakeful—the four juniors who kept watch and
ward over the prinee’s room,

An hour dragged by slowly.

John Bull leuncd against the wall and nodded. Nugent
vowned. Bob Cherry closed his oyes, and erked them open
again, and closed then again. Harry Wharton stood like
n soldier on guard. .

“ My word I Nugent murmured drowsily.
we were not to bring camp-stoals ™

-+ 8it on the foor,” suggested John Bull. ]

“ 1 think I will. Of course,” said MNugent, * I'm not going
to sleep. ™

think I'll sit down, too,”” Bob Cherry remarked
thoughtfully. **Of course, 1 shan't close my eyes, "

“ [t's casier to keep watch sitting down,” John Dull re-
marked, in a reflective sort of way. *' Don't you think so,
Wharton ¥

Wharton smiled.

" Ne, ' he sand.

“Well, I think T'll try 1t."

“ {Jh, ves, rather!”

* Samme here.”

And Nugent, and Bull, and Bob Cherry sat down, and
leaned back against the wall of the passage, and in a few
minates nodded off to sleep. Wharton remained standing,
nz firm a3z o rock. Wharton was the son of a scldier, and he
had many of a zoldier's qualities. He stood and kept hid
eyves open, waiching and waiting.

Baom !

It was the stroke of one from the clock-lower.

Nugent started and opencd his eyes, and rubbed them
drowsily.

“Hallo ™ he whispered.

ik H'“.Jh

“ 1 thought 1 heard something.”

“It was the clock striking," said Harry.

“h! Have vou Leen asleep ™

ad Nlﬂ-.."

“I haven't, either,” said Nugent slumberously,
closed my eves for o mioute, but not what you
o sleep.”

“It's all right, I'll eall you il there's an alarm.™

Nugent sniifed,

“ I don’t want calling; 1 suppose I can keep watch as well
as anvhody can, cen't 17

* Hush "

* Ruats "

Wharton did not speak again,  Frank had evidently
awakened 1n an wrgumentofive mmood., Nugent closed has
d;::.‘lFﬁ again—ior ancother few minutes, which lasted helf an

our,

Harry Wharton watted, with all his senses on the alert.

19
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He wa; convinced that there would be some attempt on the
part of the German Anarchists to enter (irexiriars during
the night, to kidnap the prince.

The thought was not out of his mind for a moment; and
he was keen, alert, wakeful, when two o'clock struck.

Still there had been no alarm.

If the Anarchists were coming, they were leaving it ver
late to make certain. The later they left it, the safer it
would be for them—unless it was left too late.

Three o'clock !

Wharton's eyes wers heavy; but he did nof close them.
The other three fellows were sleeping soundly. John Bull
had stretched at full length on the E{:ﬂr. with his head on
his arm.  Bob Cherry and Nugent sot with their chins
l.uni_mn upon their breasts, breathing steadily.

harton wus still alert.

And his patience was rewarded. A few minutes affer the
atriking of the hour, there was o sound in the dead stillucss
of the night.

Creals !

It was but a faint sound,

But it was sufficient to send the bloed thrilling to Harry
Wharton's heart. Jt was not the sound of the wind in the
old elms, or of a rat scuttling behind the wainscot.

It was a sound from the great window at the end of the
passage,

Wharton fastened
glass.

Outside, the moon was glimmering, and the branches of
the elms were patterned in shadow on the panes. '

Another shadew dimmed the glass.

It was the shadow of 8 man's head.

Wharton's heart beat like 3 hammer.

He bent down and touched the sleeping juniors. Dob
Cherry gave an inarticulate grunt, and Nugent murmurad

softly ;
"Tain't rising.bel] i*

his eved upon the wide uncurtained

b G_ﬁrrnuf !

“ Wake up ! whispered Wharton.

“ Hallo, hallo, halloI™

“ Quiet "

“YWhat's the row

::The Anarchists,”

Fraey :i!

The jumiors werp awake in a moment.

They rose to their feet. Thero was a curious clicking
sound, and tho window opened. A dark form leaped through
it tho house,

"My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry,

“They're coming "

" Moro than one, by gum '

Another form followed tho frst.

“ Let's rosh them, Harry——""

ET3 Qu!{'-t- !f:r

£ 11 Bult ¥¥ )

“Quiet! We're quite in the dark here,” whispered

Wharton. ™ Wait till they pass ws, and then we'll go for
them suddenly and take them by surprise. They're on the
imkf"nll“ n;::w, and they may have revolvers for all we know "

L1 '}w -"‘1‘

Y Good " murmured Nugent,

Tho two dark forms remained inside the window forsevoral
whele minutes listening. They were evidently ready to tuke
alarm at a sound.

The yuniors remained guite still, hardly daring to breathe.

Qutside the prince’s door the passage was intensoly dark;
the juniors could barely see each other, and it was quite
certain that they could not be seen by the men at the
window.

They waited with beating hearts.

The thought had occurred to IHarry Wharton quita late
that the Anarchists might be armed, and they might use
their weapons, but the juniors did not falter. They grasped
tho cricker stumps harder and wailted.

Evidently there were only two of the Anarchists. No one
else came in at the open window. From the fat figure, and
a glimmer of spectacles in the moonlight, the juniors knew
that ono of them was Starkekase, the Anarchist chief.

" Five minutes passed. :

Starkekase and his companion were listening intently, buot
thoere was no sound in the silence af the pgreat house, and
they were sabisfiedd that their entrance had been unheard and
undetested.

Tney ecame guictly along the passage, with creeping
foatateps.

Wharton nudged his comrades.,

“Heady ¥ ho muottered.

" What-ho 1™

They mizht have heard some sound, but if 30 they were
Tue MaonET LiERARY.—No. 175.
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soon reassured, for they came creeping on again along tho
dark passage.

Ihd they know which was the prince’s room, or were they
merely exploring to dizcover? The juniers did rot know or
carce—ithoe mungre]s were almost within reach, that was all
that Harry Wharton & Co. thought about.

The dark forms loomed up in the gloom. There was a
hissing breath from Starkekase; he had caught sigh: of a
shadow in the darkness. But he had no time to back away
or to draw a weapon. Wharton pave a shout.

“Beck it to them !”

And the four juniors dashed forward, lashing out with the
cricket stumps,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Catching the Anarchist,

" CH ™
" Himmel 1™
Crash !

Srarkekase fell with a erash to the foor, and the
other German backed away, putting up his hands to proteot
his head.

Wot an instant's respite was allowed to the rascals.

A second’s space and a revolver might have cracked out in
the passage, and the life of one of the bovs might have paid
for 1ll-timed mercy.

They lashed furigusly with the ericket stumps, and
Starkekase yelled and struggled as Wharton and Bob Cherry
sprzed him.

The other man reireazted fast along the passage, pasping,
with John Bull and MNugent lashing at him mercilessly.

e reached the window and Aung himself out of i, and
the juniors heard the ivy crackle and zroan under the straie
of his weigh.

Ho was pone

Starkekaze was still struggling furiously, and Wharton™s
voiee was calling for help. John Bull and Nugent dashed
back to his aid.

Crack !

A ftash lit up the darkness of the passage.

* Good heavons "' eried Nugent. ** The seoundrel ™

He hurled himself upon the Anarchist, strilung fariounsly.

Starkekaze groaned, and lay limply on the foor,

“Wharton, ore you hit?"

ki HD,"

L1 B{’b”_"

“I'm a'l right."

MNugent gasped with relief.

“Thank Heaven! He missed, then.”

“1 had his wrist,"” said Wharton guistly,
in the Aoor, but the scoundrel meant murder.™

“ Collar him !™ .

Wharton was wrenching the revolver from the Anarchist’s
hand. He got it away, and fupg it into the darkness.

There was a loud exclamation from the prince's room, and
the sound of someone leaping out of bed. Then an bwploring
VOoLee
“Your Highness! There may be danger.”
' L(‘t ma E’ﬂl-”

“DBut thers is danger——"'

“That 18 why I am gowng.”

“1 implore your Highness

* Staff "

Tho prince's door flew open, and a Aood of olectrie licht
swept out into tho passage, illuminating the startling scone.

The four juniors were struggling furiously with the
Anarchist,

Disarmed, and half stunned as ho was, Btarkekase was
resisting desperately, and as the prince came runnoing out
the Anarchist broke away.

He dashed furicusly down the passage towards the open
window,

But before he could reach 4he window a door apened
between him and the end of the passsge, and Mr, Proot, the
master of the Fifth, came out.

Mr. Prout at cnece blocked the path of the Anavchist, and
Starkekase pavsed.  The prince and the junors were closo
bohind.

With a despaining look the ruffian turned into a side
passage, and roced away in the darkness—he knew not
whither.

“ After him ! panted Wharton.

“Ach! SBeize him " yelled the prinee.
of the Anarchists!"’

* After him "

They rushed 1n pursust.
arnm.

*Where does this pazsase lead?' he gazped.

“ The pullet's

i

“It 15 thoe leader

The prince touched Wharton'
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"To the box-room stairs,” )jganted back Wharton, * He
can't pet out, unless he jumps from o window.”

"Welve gped lam Y gasped Bob Cherry.

Patter, patter, patter!

Bump ! _

The passage ended In a stafrease. The Anarchist had rushed
upon the stairs in the darkness and [allen there.  There
was a loud cry of pain and rage, and then the sound of swilt
footsteps up the stairs,

* After him "

" Lights—Dbring lights 1™

" This way 1"

By this time all Greyfriars was alarmed and awakened.

Fellows came out of all the dormitories, half dressed and
startled, velling ocut to know what was the matler,

" Burglags 1"

“Tho Anarchists ™

"'Phone for the police ™

“Put tho lights on !

" This way " . .

Harry Wharton & Co. rushed up the box-room staivs with
the prince. At the top of the narrow stair the Anarchist
turned at bay,

iis furicus face looked down at the eroewding juniors
The electrie tights gleamed behind them, and gleamed wpon
the savago face of the (German.

* Back ! he shoured.

It was fortunate for all concerncd that the man had lost
hiz revelver. He had no weapons, but he stood wilh gnoshung
testh and elenched fiste

* Back "'

" Rats "' szaid Bob Chervy cheorfully.
follows ™

“Collay him '

*Ach! Follow me!’ shouted the prince.

* Hurrah *

Thero was a desperate rush up the starre

The Anarchist faltered and turned, and dashed inio a box-
reony, glamming tho door behind him.  He groped for the
kew, but no key was there.

The next moment the whooping juniors burst the deor
craen and rushed in alter him.

The German was at the window, toaring it apen.  Ountside
was & sheor drop of at least sixey feet, and the Anarchist's
neeve failled hime It was death to jomp out: it was ecapturo
to remain. He rorned upon the pursvers, and made a
tlesperate rush to break his way out of the room.

1dut the juniors closed upen him in a crowd.

Prince Otio snrang right at hom and grasped him, and
they elosed, and relled over on the floor.

“Ach! Ach!

“1 havoe him 1M

* Lay hold """ shouted Harry Wharien,

“What-ho!"

“Got him !

* Hurrah !’

The jumors piled on recklessly. The prince was crushed
down upon the Anarchist, and he gasped as much as the
Anarchist dicd, as all breath was bumped out of his body.
Blows wero being rpined on all sides, buet the Anarchust,
1.If1migh he received a pood many, certainly did not pet all
of them,

TI&.W{'- were roars and howls from the juniors,

“Ow !

“Mind my nose, you fathead

“Gerrout! Lemme alone!

“Gorroff my neek 7

" Yarooh ¥’

' E!]'r!r. Quelch came in at the door at the head of & crowd of
ollowa.

" We've got him, sir!” shouted Bob Cherry jubilantly.

*Hevo ho iz, sir!™

“We've collared the ced ™

The prince stagpered up. Starkekase was Iying breathless
and helpless, too winded by the terrific strupgle to make
another movement, but five or six juniors grasped various
parts of him to make sure.

Mr., Quelch looked sternly at the zasping, exhausted
Anarchist,

“Wha is thizs man™ he asked.

*It's the Anarchist. sir” _

“{Chap named Starkekase, sir,” said Harry Wharton. “ He
was tho ohap who followed Frince Otto’s yacht in the big
steamer, and ran the yacht on the rocks in Pegg Bay."

“Oh! I understand ™

“Ach! Release me!" panted the Anarchist.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“You don't get released, my beauty, till the police come,”™
he said.

“No fear ™

“Hald the villain securely,”” said Mr. Quelch.  *"The
Head is tolephoning to the pc':'lice-stutin:-n now. 1 hope your
Eligphnesy 15 not huave®?

The prince gasped for breath.
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“MNot at all,” he panted. “A—a—a little out of breath,
that ix all. But I am not hurt. This villain came here to
kidnap me, cortainly.’

“And you awakened—"

H“ I was wakened by the struggle outside my door, mein

o,

“ Wo collared the brute, sir,” Harry Wharton explained.

The Remove-muaster looked I:_'.I,.!'I'Ill'.}l_l!i.l"!.-' at Hnrry Wharton.

“And may I ask you how you came to be so far from your
dormitory at such an bour of the night, Wharton®" he said,

The junior colourad.

“Well, you—you sce, sir— "

" You—rvou see, sir—"" began Bob Cherry,

“ Yoz, sir,” said John DBall, ** you—you see—~—-"="

“1 am afratd T do not quite see,”’ replicd the Remove:
master,

“Well, siv, we—we suspectod that the giddy Anarchists
might come in the night,” blaorted oot Wharton ) ** and we—-
we took the liberty of keoping watch outside the prince's
room, siv, so a5 to gee him sufe till morning.™

*Oh, indeed ¥ _

“T hope we haven't done wrong, sir?’ sod Wharton
meekly. * You sce, sir, we felt guite sure the rotter would
come—and he has come, sir”

Mr. Qurelch amiled.

“I am not likely to blame you, under the eircumstances,
Whartan, You have acted very well, Ancd as for thia
villain, hie will be handed over to the police. 1 was awskened
Ly o shot. This man fired i, 1 presume?”

“ ¥os, siv—when we were stragpeling with him,™

“Then he will be charged with attempted murder,” said
the Remove-master, “and T think he will get a sentence
which will keep him out of mischief for a long time to come,
Bring him downsteirs, Stay! Tie his hands together firss,
in F%?E he .--.'F!n-ulql attemnt to give any further trouble.”

“ Yes, sir"”

The grawling, gronting ruffian, too exhausted to resist, waos
bound, his wrists being firmly sccured together, and then
the juniors marched him out of the room, and marched him
downstairs in trivmph. :

There he was locked in a2 room, with half a dozen semors
to puard him, til the police should arrive,

It was not long before three constables arrived {rom Friar-
dule, and they took charge of the German Anarchist,

He was driven away from the school in the Head's trap,
with the handcufts on his wrists, and ledged in the police-
station—lis attempts at mischiel completely stopped till after
—long after—the Coronation, at all events, :

And then the juniors went back to bed, very well satisfied
with themselves and with the way things had gone.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
A Royal Command.

REYFRIARS was in a state of considerable exciternent
the next morning.
Frinee Otto ofEKaPtehn& was to leave the school that
morning under escort of the Scots Guards, o detoch-
ment of whom were to ajrriv& early and conduct the King's
ruest Lo Buckingham Palnce.
= Prince Otto hf{-ukfasted with the Head, and afterwards ho
josmed the juniors. The fat chamberloin attended him like
# shadow. Herr Baron Rotenaugen did not mean to let his
precious prince out of his sight again, at all events, until he
was safely lodged in the Royal palace in London.

Herr Rotenaugen had wired off news of the attempted
kidnapping to Lendon, and the morming papers were certain
to be full of it. And a chief item in the news was likely to
be the eonduct of the juniors at Greylriars ,

Whether the desperate attempt of the Anarchists would
have succeeded if the juniors had not been on the watch
could not be said: but cortainly Starkekose and his com-
panion would have had a chanee of success. : y

Now Herr Starkekase wus left to consider himzelf mm a
prison eell, there to meditate upon the error of his ways;
and not to leave it till he was taken to London to stand his
trial for attempted murder and kidnapping.

Tiut no ono thought of the disappointed and baffled
Anarchist now.

It was known throuph the school thet lessons were not to
hegin that day until after the departure of the prinee, and
the juniors rejoiced in their unaceustomed freedom.

The soldiers arriveed at last.

All Greyiriars guthered in the Close to see a dozen men
of the stalwart Scots Guards march in at the gates. o

wE0ir-  BULSTRODE ON THE WARPATH.” * %5 ioas SRpit™ rmanu Mouanoe.
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Loudly they cheered the big, handsome Guardsmen as they
marched in.

Thea, for the fivst time, Herr Baren Rotenaugen secmed
to Lreathe frecly, The Lord High Chamberlain of Kaltebad
had seemed to fear another attempt in broad doylight to
catry off hiz beloved prnce. He saw a foe in overy bush,
and an Anarchist behind every corner.,

But even the fat baron was satisfied now,

The word was passed round that the prince wished to speak
to the schanl before he left, and the Forms were gathoered
in tha Hall to hear him.

Prinee Otta appeared with a stalwart Seotz Guardsman on
either side of lm. Herr Baron Rotenaugen had  insisted
upon it.  He did not mean to beave anvtlung to chanee.

The Grevfriavs feilows proeted the appoarance of the prince
with a lond cheer.

Proinee Oito bowed.

T wish to say o fow words-—

* Hear, lwar!™'

o Just o Few wewds of anks—*

“Hear, bear

“1 huve Leen receive inta the nabie hospitality of your
sehool in the hour of davger.”” said the prinee. T owe my
salely  especially lo some of the vovng bovs—uand most
espvinlly to Harey Wharton”

“DBravo, Wharton !

*Mareal !

“1 thank all the school, and most especisliv T thank my
youny friend Wharton—"*

* Hoar, hoar!™

““I have thizs morning receive a message from vour King
—your grest and noble King George the Iifth——"

*“Hip, hip, huregh

“Lod save the King!"

“He have wsk me to bring my voung friend to Londen
with me, thet he may thank him o person for having save
the bife of h.’E wupst, '

“Hurrah !
Wharten started.

He had not expocted anvithing of the sort, and he was
afavtlod and amazed—and dismaved. He stood orimson amd
dumb.

“1 have the permission of the voble Head to take Harvew
Wharton to the Pulace of Buckingham with me'" saud the
prinee, *to receive the noble ﬂtitlh{:i of the great and kind
King Goorge the Fiith.”

“Hurrah 2

“Rrave !

“ Buck up, Wharton!"

“Yau lucky dog!" shouted Boly Cherey, with a powerful
dig; :_;1 Harry Wharton's ribs that made hem stapger,

W Irlll1ll'

“ Ha, ha, '

Y Bome chaps have all the luck ™ said Bulstrade.  © Never
mind! Go it. Wharton, and tell us what the Bing sovs when

you come ek )
“Yes rather! Go i, Wharton ™

“T--I don’t wont to ao!" pasped Wharton,  “I=T didn't
do anything move than the others. I--I'd rathor not po”

Y1 guess ' go instead of you, if vou like.” satd Fisher T.
Fish mstantly. It ain't cvery chap that has a chanees of
tulking to a king: Gum, but wouldn’t they muke a lot of
mo when I told "em in New York!

“Ha, ha, ha!" -

The prince came down to Wharton and teok his arm.

“Lome, my voung friomd,”” he said.

“ B-b-but—""

* You must come with me.”

“ But, sie-—""

“ It iz the command of vour King.”

Wharton groaned.

R o | !-'i.tl]!l'l'['l-ﬂ!-'.l:'l I must go. then,” he said, “OFf covrse, T
represent the other chaps. I didn't do more than the rest.”

“Rats! snid Bob Cheiry. * Yoo fished his Highness out.
and you thoughet of keepine wateh last nioht. It wos all
your game from start to finish—we only fielded.”

“Ha, Lin, ba!"”

Y opraess ['H o

“We puess you won't!

**Ha, ha, ha!™

The prince walked out
Wharton's arm i his.

All Greyfrars gathered to cheer as the carriace rvollod
away to the ratlwoav-station, with the Scots Guards in at-
tendance.  And Wharton, very red and very confused. drove
off with the prince to veat Buckingham Palace and to sce
i:trll-uiﬂlimg—a to be thanked in pocon by King Georpge the

ifth.
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THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The King.

ARRY WHARTON felt like a fetlow in a dream as he
sat in a handszome cav, by the side of the prince, with
the fat Chumbertain of Kaltcbad opposite, rolling to-
wards Buckingham Palace, with Scots Guards rding

before and behind.

London was gay with the decorations for the Coronation ;
in the brizht June weather the streels were gay with H:gtgﬂ
amdd  bunting, and theonged with cheerful and  cheering
o=,

London was looking its best, and all the huge erowds n
the streets were in the best of humeouars, rveady to cheer
unyvithing o anyvbody ot a moment’s notics.

The Koval motor-car had met the party from Grexvfriars at
Churing Croess, and the prince had made the shy junior take
a seal beside him in the cor.

Wharton wus, s o rule, gquite coosl and self possessed 3 but
ovon his eoelness was a hittle avercome by whot was bappeas
ing to him now,

Prince Otto was kindness itacii,

 You need not be afraid, my dear voung friend,” he sadd.
U1 hoave seen your King before, und he ia one of the kindest
of zentlemen, You will be ut wour ense e moment you
have seen him,™

Wharton nocded,

But he didd not think that he wonld be ol bis ease in the
presence of the Kineg, armd the crowds of courtiors and guards
and foreign notabilities.

The Royal car in the streots attracted a2 great deal of at-
tention, and theee wore loud chears Tor the ovenpants.

Fow knew whom thev weve; but the troons riding by the
ear showed that it contained porsonages of importance, and
the gonminl Loodoners weve roudy to cheer any of the farcign
princes and ambassadors who were pathering to do honour
to the King of Great Dritain and [roland.

“ HMurrah ™

“Hip. hip, hurrgh 1™

Wharton smiled as the chaers rang on hizs cars. [le heard
canjectures raised among the erowd as to whom he mighs
be. Bome suggested thar he was Prinee Eddy, othera rathar
fancied the theory that he was the youngest son of the
Kaiser, while still others took him fo be an Italiun princa
Or RLIE."-'\-i-I:I.]'I d:l,.l.l.{l:,"-

But, whatever he was, they were willing to cheer.

And perhaps their cheering would oot have beon ane the
less hearty if ther had known him for what he wns—na
brave, hovourable Dritish zehoalboy, who had rislied his
life: to save that of a stranger, and whom, therefore, tholr
Bing delighted to honour,

The palace at last!

Harry Wharton hardly saw where he went or what he did,
e only knew that the prince kept a hold upon his arm, and
was hiz guide and his friend,
l_I’[ll‘l. stopped in an ante-room, and the prince whispered to
Kim.

“Pull yoursell together, my voung friend !

“Yoops, Whot——*" '

" You are ahow [0 see the King."

Y The King!"" gasped Harry,

“Yos, ina moment mare,”

VWharton deew a deoep hroath.

After all, why should he be frightened—why should s ba
nervous ? Rin% George the Fifth was King of Greal Britain
and Irvcland, Emperor of India, nnd Lord of dominions
uproinn which the san never sets, but ot heart e waz sunp!y
an upright, kinddly British gentleman, of whom no one need
e afrpid—unless, indecd, he had doue wrong,

Wharton calmed himsell,

An oflicial ghded from the adjoining chamber, and spoke
in a low tone to the prince.

Prianece Orto tool Wharton®™s hand, and led him into tha
presonce of his Majesty Bing George the 1950t

Wharton Lknew the King at once, it had seen fas
|mrlrui1$ often enough for that., The Rﬂ_".':tl cottiebomanos
wius pob strange o him. Apd all thoughis of being abrand,
af being awkward and uneasy vanished Trom hizs mind as
he saw the kind, generous face of the King.

king Georpe made o gesture, and the Ld advanesd 10 Lim.,

“Fhis is the lad, your Majesty,” smd Prinee Ottos thn
Lrave schoolboy who rwice saved me—onee from death, and
arain [from kidnapping''

“{lome here, my ad,”” gand the King, " Whoever gervea
a guest of the King of Great Britain serves Lis King.  You
have done well and bravely, my boy

Aud the King held out his hand,

Wharton saonk on los knees nnd Kiseed the hand of his
Being !
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THE TWENTY.FIRST CHAPTER.
Fisher T. Flsh Makes a Suggestion.

“ ELL,” sawl Prince Ctto, ten minutes later, as he

was saying good-bye to Harry Wharton outside the

palace, it was not so very teryible™ And he
sipiled,

Harrv Wharton smiled, too.
“MNeo, it was not,"” he sand.
cughi ned to have been uneasy.
Kitng then, Now—" s
“MNow vou have teen him,” Jaughed the prinee, ** what

do vou think ¥

1 think I wonld die for him, sir,”” said Harry Wharton
CHATRLS

'f’lrj;lﬁ Ctto pressed his hand,

* Mo cne could wish for a better death,” he said.
bye, my¥ young friend—good-bye !

pwe you !

" Gocd-bye, sir !’

The car roiled away. In & gquarter of an hour more Harry
Wharton was in the train speeding back to Greyirrs.

A crowd of Greyiviars fellows met him at Friardale
Btation. He had wired the time- ¢f his train, and they
were packed on the platform to meet him.

There was a rush for his carriage as the train etopped.

“Here he 51 shouled Bob Cherry.

“ Flurrah I

“Here's Wharion !V

“ Chuck him out!”

Y1 guess you're feeling A1 and QKLY remarked Fisher
T. Fish. " What did the King look like ™

Wharton laughed,

““Had a good time, Harry ! asked Frank Nugent,

* Ripping !

“*Was the King nice *

“ Bplendid

“How did he lock?? persisted Fisher T. Fish.
kind of clothes was he wearing ¥

* Blessed if I know !

“ You wore right, gir. T
But 1 had not sefn the

* Giood-
I shall never ferget what

“What

“Thunder! By gum! Didn't you notice i
[ 1] Eﬂ.lh
“My hat! Did he have his crown on "

“ 1 didn't notice. I think not™
“%ou didn't motice P ospid Fisher T. Fith, in measured

\
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“Not in the least,”

“Ha, ba, ha !*’

' Well, I guess—" .

But words could not express fo the full the feelings of a
Republican on hearing that a being of any sort could be so
inattentive to the details of Royalty. Fisher T. Fish con-
cluded by simply snorting. o

Wharton was marched home in triumph by an enthusiastio
crowd. The Greylviars fellows felt rightly enough that in
honouring Wharton, King George had honoured the whaole
school. Er&yfriam had, in effect, received the Horal recog-
nition af the Coronation. That was what the fetlows felt,
and they wore rather inclined to swank about it )

“ But what waz he like?” demanded Fisher T. Fish, find-
ing hiz voice again at fast.  * How did he Inok ¥

“ Every inch a king ! said Harry Wharton,

“ But what was he like 7" :

“Like " repeated Harry Wharton thoughtlully. “ He
wag like himself—a good and kind pentleman. There's no
more than that to sav.™

“Hear, hear

“1 puess———"" ]

“0Oh, cheese i, Fish! You're a lucky dog, Wharton!
IHd he shake hands with yvou ¥ asked Bob Cherry.

“T kissed his hand, and then he made me get up, and
shook hands with me,” said Harry Wharton,

Fisher T. Fish pasped.

‘* Shook hands with you!™

L[4 ?ES-!‘F

“ Honest ?"

O ocourse, voun ass !

“Gee! IF it was me, I'd wear & glove on that hand, and
never wash it again as Jong as I lived I"" said Fisher T, Fish.

“Ha, ha, ha " ' i

Harry Wharton did not go quite so far as that, but his
interview with King Ueorge the Fifth remained one of the
happiest and proudest recollections of s life, and 1cert.um]3r
hizs Majesty never had a truer or more loyal subject than
Harry Wharton, whoe had saved the life of the King's
gucst.

feres. " You go and see a king—not a little German king, { Anather splendid long, comulete story of Harry Wharton & Ce. next
but a real English King—and you don’t notice whether he's  greek, ontitled * Bulstrode on the Warpath ™ by Frank Rickards. Order
pot 4 crown on or not yoier copy of the MAGNET in adoance. FPrice One Peany.)
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A NEW ADVENTURE TALE OF ABSORBING INTEREST!

LION AGAINST BEAR.

A Thrilling Story of the Further Amazing Adventures of

! FERRERS LORD, MILLIONAIRE.
| By SIDNEY DREW.

e

READ THIS FIRST

Rupert Thurston, friend of Ferrers Lord, the millionaire, and
commander of the latter's wonderfol sulmaring, the Lord of the
Deep, receives mystarions orders to sail for the Chinese seas. While
on t]?ejﬂurnﬂr the en?nes break down, and Thuarston and Horton the
diver, while waiting for the repairs to be completed, rescue a mad
castaway, who tells them a strange story. With the engine repaired
they restart on the search for the Crimson Hill, Ewot another, this
time more serious, breakdown oceurs, and they are forced to rise to
the surface for air. Fhen the repairs are finichead they again start
in search of the mysterions hill, with searchiights burning, slanting
downwards and moving slowly round.

WMow go oo with the story.)

A Successful Search is Made for the Entrance of the
Tavern—The Interlor of the Mysterious Cave—Ivan
Scaroff and His Story.

The botiom of the tea was emooth white sand, and here and
there great massces of sponges were growing. The vessel slid
along over masses of dark weeds, and strange fish flitted past,
staving at the weird monster thet bad invaded their reahns.
Suddenly Ching-Lang, who had eyes like a cat, bent forward.
He remaincd nwlionless for an instant, pecring into the
glassy gloom, and then he turned to Horton.

" (jne soveleign, =il he squeakod.
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NEXT
TUEADAY ;

“ Wou haven't seen the hill I

“ What 1" cried the diver. seen t
“ ¥ou betee ! said Ching-Lung. * Dere it 1s!

Horton had promised a sovercign to the man who firet
sighted the mysterious place. He could sce l'lt:lﬂ”ilr:% and
Hupert atraineg his eves in wvain. With a chuckle, Ching-
Lung went to the speaking-tube, )
L“ fH j.ust;& am;::,diﬁ ole tub a bitee,” he squeaked, " or
clspe we go bump ! .

Thurston uttered a cry, and pointed forward.

* There it ig!"” R _

The searchlight shone ¢rimson on somathing ahead. It was
a long, low mass, rising some twenty fathoms into the water
from a bed of polden sand. Two great Bashing white cyes
glared from its erimson sides.

“Waich well I said Thurston, .

The fashing eyes seemed to wink and twinkle. .

*¥ou betce de big-blained Chinese bﬂﬁ watchee  him
soveleign well 1" squeaked Ching-Lung. "™ Thankee you, Mr,
Holton, Me wantes dat yaller quid. He, he, hel |

Fascinated and exciled, Rupert stared forward. The two
great eyes of light ahead grew wider apart as the vessel
moved slowly on. Their own searchlights showed that the
colour of the hill was due to a thick growth of s&awe;g of
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8 blood-red hue. Then the HRashing lichts vanished, as if
some great monsler bad closed its eves,

“Christopher !  muttered Horton. “1Its
ll'_-":-H*Ey. ot w?

“By Jove, 1t 131" answercd Rlupert.

Ching-Lung tittered, and winked at Towm Prout. The
stecraman was locking a bit scared.

“Dat ole Davy Jones's palace,” szaid the (hinese boy.
“Me know aller 'bout it. Ole Davy taker da dlownded
sailols dere and cates dem. ¥ou gotee go dere too, Thomas.
Ir alles upes wid a man who sec Davy Jones likee yvou. It a
most tellible walning. You justee makee voul will, Tom.
You jusr as good as deades,  He, he, he!”

i i ';llhr dear ! groaned the steersman. * You don't mean
ik d

E1] dulfi

4L [

quedr,  ELF

answered Ching-Lung, wiping away a tear.
sive e and #av falew Elﬁ;’

Thuraton gave a sudden ordeor that ended the conversation.
The scrows were reversad, and the Lovd of the Deep haltwd.
The crimaon weeds swaved, as if agitated by a bresze, as 1he
vessel settled geatly down beside the hull on a bed of yellow
sand. Sailors crowded wp, curious and cxcited.

= How many men had we better take, sir?"" azked Ioron.

Oh, two wdl do! 1iring Maddock and Ching-Lunz, and
leave Prout in command."

Tom Drour heaved a siph of relief, e had ne desive to
explore the palace of Davy Jones. Diving-dresses were
donned, and the four men enteved the chamber. As the
water flied b, Horton opencd the outer door. and they
atapped down upon the samd, switching on their lamps.

upert led the way, burnmg with caviosity and oxeivamont,
Ilia first idea was to discover the origin of the mysterious
lights. HMe¢ began to scale the hill, and sank waist-decp into
the weed. For a time I foreed his war along, uohil ihe
clammy, blood red growth roze fo his armpits.  Another st
and it was up to his chin. [le furned bael:.

Harton, who was behind him, tooched him on the avm, amd

pointed back, Ching-lamg had followed. Ile was sitting on
4 atone at the base of the hill, among a pile of aystara
Rupart undarstood the diver's gesturos. He wanted Ching.
Lung to take the lead.

The Chiness boy grinned belund the glass of Lis hwolinet
whan Rupeet signed to hion what was wooted.  Ben Maddoe
wos atill batihng wirll the weeds, and groaning horeibly. for
lee hated diving, Ilorten carvicd a slute and peneil. Ile
wrote on the slate:

“ Do you think it would be wise ro saparate?™

Tharston took the peneil and serawled :

* No; we'll stick together. Chiog-Lung will go firsr, as
his oves are 50 keen, We'll keop along cha battsuw,”

Ching-Lung smiled again, and rhay ser off briskly, Thas
laboured after him, makmg good specd on the eloan, firm
sand. Great shadowy fish hovered round them like gliosts.
Then a hoveible shape stalked out of the glassy darkness,
and barred the wav—a mant octopus.

Thurston and the bo'sun halted instincively, and deew
back in fear and Joathing, It was a monsicr, with tentacles
ben foet long, and a snapping beak. It flung out its writh.
g aring, and Ching-Lung ravsed his axe. Rupert longed 1o
drag him back as he rushed at the monster. Ope .of the
horrible arms shob oul, and closed round the Chinese Loy’s
waiat.

Thuraton and Maddock turpad sick end guldy s they saw
Ching-Laung whivled alofe.  Horton dashed forward.,  The
great arms tossed and waved, leslung ap the sand, and hiding
the Berce struzgle. Then the water eleared. The octopus
had vanished, defeaied, into his retreat, leaving thres severed
tentacles behind him

“ Murder " groaned the frightoned bo'sun., “ Why did I
evor come? Wiy diae’t they pick someone clse "

Rupert carried an electric gun, but the sudden appariiion
of the octopus had made him forget he was armed, Ching-
Lung and Horton went on as if nothing had happencd. The
Clinese bu:."s ault was much too large for hm, bul it did
not appear to hamper him at all. But they turncd their
[amps on the hill in vein. There was no cave or entranoe ol
any kind. _

Then Ching-Lung vanished.

Appalled, they halted, Ching-Lung had been barely ten
paces in front of Horton, On the right lay tbe wncauny
hill : on the left, before and behind, steetched ihe Hat yellow
sand.  As they stood, petrified with amaxement, a vellow
human hand, waving a lawp, rose from the sand.  (hing-
Lung had fallen inta a hole.

Their breath came back to ihem, and they gathered round
to the rescue, But Ching-Lung needed no aid. He held his
lantern low down, and the astonished men saw that he was
standing upon = metal ladder that vanished down into the
darkness. Without an instant’s hesitation, Ching-Lung
bozan to descend. The others followed, bat tley could not
kaep pace with the nimble Celestial,
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The light from his lamp grew dimmer and fainter.
Thurston found it difficult to breathe as the pressure of the
T'al;r increased.  Where did this strange, uncanny well
ead ¥

Suddenly Maddock’s foot slipped, and he missed his hold.
Il¢ did not fall swiicly, but his weight foreed Rupert's clutel
from the ladder, and he in turn dguslodgvd the diver. They
fell together, and lay in a heap. Iorton was fest upon loe
foet. The lamps showed a second ladder, slanting upwards,
nnd near the top gleamed the light carvied by Ching-Lung.

Tlmr'.' pulled themselves together, and toiled on after the
t'i'-'!11|-€i!‘lg light, Rupoert pti?.?.iiug uncl pthn-l'.l-&rlng over  Hug
mystery.  IF Forrors Lord had bailt these ladders, he Liad not
only conquered the occan depths, but depths below the ogeun,
The pressure decreased as they clambered up, and their
}:lrmrth came casily. Ching-Lung’'s light hud disappearcd. At
ast !

They were in the water no loagar. but in air.  Their heavy
diving-drosses weighed  them down.  Ching-Luny  scized
Horton, and anscrewed the noszle of hizs helmat. Horton did
the same for Rupert. and then for Maddock.
© Diz a jolly funny place. peoples ! squeaked Ching-Lung,
[e, he, he! Exelusce mwe if I fakee off my dJuneing-
shooses !’
~An cbony blackness surcounded them boyond the ring of
sight thrown by their lamps. Thurston's voice did not sound
his own as lee saud

“ By Jave, this e oan odd kind of adventore !
wi're under the bill, Havk?! What's that ¥

Out of the darkness came a hoarse, panting voice, hlke the
breathing of some colossal beast. Pant, pant, pant! They
stood nervously straining their gars,

* Dat'a ole Davy Jones snoling,” said Ching-Lung.

Horton laughed weakiv at the sally, but the strain of the
unkonown was mwaking lim feel shaky., The weird noise
ceased, and then came again, guivering and rearing through
the glooem.

“Do vou Lnow,"” said Rupert, "I feel in a blue funk.
I've half a mind fo go back !™

“I'm with yow,” aoswered the diver framkly, **Tlus is
horrible 1™

Moddock eonly groaned, He was wihite as a shect.

" You peoples mighty blave!" squeaked Ching-Luny, as he
unsteapped his leaden-soled boots. * You goes back if you
likes, but notee we. When I gettes undleased, 1 goeo for
a little stloll. Me no comee so fal fo &

A blended ery of amazement and wander chocked him.
Suddenly a thousand dazzling lights fashed out, almost
Llinding them, Shading their oyes, they huddled togetner
and stared around, )

They were in a mighty eavern, whose domed roof rose high
alove them., Round the cavern rose a gallery, on wlhich they
stood. guarded by a stoul rail of ornamental steel.  Ilundreda
of glistening walrus-shulls were fastencd to the rocky walls,
an electric Ffighn showing at the tip of every tusk.

Below lav a loks, and from its centre rose a maossive
column, At the base of the column the water bubbled anid
boiled and hissed, and from the depths came the weivd,
panting nowse.

A figure appeared at the apposite end of the gallory—a
monstrous negro. He was dressad in a grey uniform, and
earried 2 rifle on his shoulder. Two enormous walfhounds
followed at hias hecls as he advanced. He paused belure
Rupert, saluted, and said:

“The sign.”

Rupert drow off the ring and handed it to the negroa. The
man bowed,

“You will fallow me, pleaze, gentlamen,’ he sawd. " The
ckief awaits you."

They helped cach other to remove the cumbrous diving.
dresses, the tall negro standing like a statue beside then.
Suddenly a goggle-cyed. helmeted head appearad at the tap
of the ladder they had ascendad. Rupert caught a glimpze
of the diver's face through the glazs, and ran to the new-
comer with a erv of welcome,

¢ Forrers Lord ! he shouted. :

Horton unhelmeted the millionaire.
hand lazily to Thursion. g

“ My dear fellow,” said Ferrers Lord, withbout evincing any
astonishment, * you hﬂ"-'ﬂl:lHllTHllﬂ confoundedly bad  time,
It waos

[}

I zuppoze

Lord pave his wot

What have you been doing !
“ Engines broke down," answercd Rupert curtly.
2 bad breakdown, teo.” .
“8p I presume. Why, vou are days late! T never
oxpected to see you hore. Give me a hand with these boots.
Maddock. DBab! Luock is always against me! This un.
fortunaie business will mean new plans. Come to the chicf.”
-"Tla.u chief! Who 15 that? thought vou were chiel
hove I
The millionaire smiled and sheok his head. Then he
turned to the pegro
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“ Look after these men, Lentad, and treat them well, I
wili go to the chief myself.” '

With Thurston beside him, he turned along o the gallery,
and paused before a massive door let into the rock. Az he
knoched, Rupert looked down, and saw o dozen seals splash-
g and twebling in the lake below., The hoarse panting
scunded still through the vanlted cavern.

" Come, Rupert,” said the millionaire.

The massive door swung back upon its hinges.

‘" Enter ' eried & deep voice,

Ferrers Lord lifted the curtain. disclosing
At a table in the conbre sat an old man. His skin was dark
and terribly wrinkled. and a silky ‘beard, white as snow, fell
far Delow his waist. His hair was long and wlite also. A
pivl knelt beside om, reading softly, in a strange tonpue,
frenn a leather-bound book., He raised his head, and Ruport
saw that he was blind.

“ Come. Majol” he said, in English, to the girl, ' We
have read cnough. Closa the book and go to your room.
Who is the stranger you have with you, Ferrers Lord? I
krow by his step thal he i3 young. Tell me, is he brave T

A hon, chiet.”

“Good, good | said the old man. *"Then he shall hear.
What news do you bring 7"

“ Little chief, Russia, while pretending to z2id the allies,
i+ plotting for herself, She wants China. SBearoff s in these
walers, and that means po good. It must be lion ugainst
bear, Wi must grapnle with the bear, my father.”

The old man looked up and stroked his benrd.

" Yes, yes. Bub you are too impetucng my son.  This
venng anan, then, is your ally and your fricnd. You told me
i name was Rupert Thurston. Is he worthy to have your
coulidenees 7

" More than worthy, chief.”

“Bhow him all, my son,” he said, ™ and tell him all.”?

Fervers Lord laid his finger on his lips, and beckoned to
Fapart, Thurston followed him out inte the gallery. The
valhonaive leant over the railing and light-?d a clgar.

“This iz a strange place, Hupert,” ke drawled—" the
siiangest place in the whole world. The man you have just
seen 15 1van Scaroff, uncle of our friend Michael. Do not
mterrapt me while I tell vou the story. Twenty years ago
B owas Jord of the vast estates and wealth which Michael now
hoids, He was one of the greatest men in Russia—the
cleverest, the meost honourable. He chafed under the eruel
tvianny of the Government, and longed to fvee the miserable
¢erfs, for he had lived in England, where every man iz free
i ﬁ;-l.;ﬁll. Consequently the Government hated and dis-
irsip nm.”

He praused until the stranpe panting noise that had
drownod his voice had died awagy.

“Michael was only twentv-one then, but he was greedy
ond shrewd. He plotted againit his uncle—in fact, he hended
a overnment conspiracy against hin:. I need not go amte
deesils, but the base scheme su . Forped proots werc
Lreaght forward, shewing that Ivan and his oniy son werc
ferming a plan to murder the Tsar. The son was executed ;
Lut, fearing an uproar—for the ‘%e-opiu wnrshlpi)c-d him-—
Ivan was sent to Swberia for life. Two years ago he cscaped
mta China and reached Pekin, I met him there,

“ The story of his terrvible wrongs made me swear a
vendetta against misgoverned Russia. He helped me with
the plan of the Lord of the Deep. Without his aid 1 muat
have failed. The Bussian Government fear his vengeance,
ol would pay a million pounds for his life. Even in China
a dozen assaseins attempted to kill him. He is safe here,
an:] nowhere else. I never move a slep without consulting
l'im~—~his brain is go clear, and his knowledge so great. He
is the head of the largest secret s-ocietf in the world, and
their aim 18 fo put down oppression. In Ruossia also there
are six mallion sworn members,”

He flicked the ashes from his cigar. The weird pant, pant,
rese hoarsely from the lake.

“What makes that noise 7" asked Thursten., It fright-
encd me horribly at first.”

The millionaire laughed, and pointed to the pillar in the
centre of the loke.

*That is a hollow tube,” he said, “built of steel. The
dopth of the water from the lake to the surface of the sea is
mnety-seven fathoms, The tube provides our air-supply from
the surface. Wou hear the noise of the air as it is pumped
i

"“ By Jove,’” said Rupert, ‘'that’s clever! DBut suppess a
ship were to bump agamst your chimney !

“The chance 1 remolte, my Jdear fellow, and we have pro-
vidded for k. We should net be drowned out like rats, os vou
suppose, for the shock would clore a watertight door. We
oniv talie in air at mght. Look.”

He whistled to some unsesn enginecr. Without a sound,
the great column collapsed, like a gipantie telescope, and
sank into the iake.

“ Marvellous !"" muttered Rupert,
duce tlos lavish display of light?"

“ By ordinary dynamos, worked b
power I use on my submarine vessels,
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a lofty room.

* And how do you pro-

the same sccret motive
When experimenting
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with my diving-dress, I discovered this cavern. It was, of

course, filled with water, which wo pumped out. Comes back
with me to the chief, and take a glass of wine. I see our
men are going fishing."

Michael Scaroif and Nathan Trethvick Plot Together—i
The Message in the Boitle.

“Buh,” drawled Prince Michael Searoff, ‘' you are too fond
of fairy-tales, Trethvick! D¢ not tell me such a thing. A
cavern bencath the scn, where men may live and breathed
.&hﬁu]:l:ﬂdmn reading the ' Arabian Nights' or something of
t md.""

The dwarf scowled as he refilled his glass. The two men
wore sitting in the saloon of the Tsariteu.

“ Banter and chaff as muoch as you like!"” growled the
dwarf sullenly. * Don't flatter yoursell that I'm your dupe.
Lord—hang him !=—and 1 were mixed up in an affair once
that would send him to gaol for life if F:‘:ﬂu]d prove it. I
can't prove it now, for my father has lost the papers. I
know you stole them and gave them to Ferrers Lord as the
pryee of hiz silence about the Liner you pirated. We'll let
that puss pow. I tell you plainly that Lord has a home
under the sea, and, what's more, your uncle lives there.”

Michael Scaroffi paled, and half rose from his chair.

“Not Ivan Secaroff? You jost!”

“He, he, he!" tittered the dwarf, *“*I've touched you on

& tender place, have I, my noble princeling? I huve the
proois,

Braroff held cut a shaking hand.

“ Give them to me.”

Nathan Trethvick took out his tobacco-box. Carefully

wrapped in tissue-paper wos a piece of ordinary indiarubber
and a tiny bottle of ink. He rubbed the damp cork over the
rubber.  SBcaroff was still holding out his hans. ]

" There it 15" eroaked the dwarf. "1 pot at the nng,
melted this stuff, and took an impression.™

He forced the inky rubber on Scaroff’s white cuff. The
mussage that bhad puoszled Thurston was printed there—the
latitude and loangitude, and the words: * Watch for the
Crimson  Hill—wateh  well, SBhow  me. Enter.” Scaroff
knew the ring with the triangular facet, for he had seen 1t on
Lovd's finger. His handzome face HAushed.

" "I apologise, Trethvick,” he said; *“ but still it is hard fo
cliove.

“I'm no fool!™ he growled. “When I was dplaying a
double game with Ferrars Lord, I knew it would go hard
with me if I werce found out. He daren’t shoot me, but he
was certain to get rid of me. He paye well, but you Far
bezster. I ook good care to make the most of my time. 've
gaot the secret of that diving-suit of his, and I know he mcans
to visit the cavern on the seventeenth. You have skilled
workmen on board who can easily convert your old-fashioned
diving-helmets into the proper sort. I'H tell you my plan
Lord never misses on appointment. He'l go to e cavern
to-morraw, We can run the distance m the time, creep up
with masked lights, and mine the place.”

Scaroff pulled at hie moustache,

" An excellent idea,” he answered, * but rigky !™

The dwarf spat into the stove.

* Are you afraid #"

“{Mf Ferrers Lord? 1 certainly am."

“Therr we need take no risks. We can lie off a mile and
zand two of the men to do it. If they geot blown up, too,
what matters? Jf Loard once gets mixed up with the Chinesa
affwirs, we are ruined.”

There wae a tap at the door, and a Mongohan entered and
muttered a few words,

“What does the brute say 7" growled Trethvick.

“ He says we have reached the spot where Rogera promised
te communicate with us, That costaway trick worked like &
charm. 1 have had four messages [rom him already, but he
has not managed to cut Ching-Lung's throat yet. Wil you
come on deck "

The engines were stopped, and the vesszel roee to the sur-
face. When they reached the deck, four rowing-boats wera
softly lowered. In the bow of each stood a man with & night-

‘ass, The boats pulled awey in opposite directions.

caroff yvawned.

“Thunder,” croaked che dwarf, *you apcak like a fooll
¥You know he iz alive, and you know your spies have searched
the world for him. Lord hed a book in his sale, and I—he,
he, he '—had a dupiwcate key. In the book was an account of
what Ivan Scavefl had done towards making his submarine
retreat habitable, with plens. There wos also something
about a new explosive. and—-"

A shrill whistle sounded across the water,
" The mossege 15 found ! eried the Russian,
25
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The ather boats heard the signal, and came pulling back.
The message was in a light Ef:ee%‘ bottle, with a light attached
to the nock. A man carried it on board in his arma.

““That fellow Rogers is & trcasure,” said the Russian, [
do not know where he gets these things from without being
delected, or how he getzs them afloat. Ho has a little
battery here, with an electric lamp to burn eight hours, and
& clockwork arrangement which turnz on the switeh an
hour or so after the bottle is launched. Now to see what
it containg™

He unscrewed the brass stopper and shool out a roll of
watarproof silk. Within it was a scrap of paper e
laughed aloud as he glanced at it, and then haoded it fo
the dwarf, Treethvicl read:

“IF vou find this in time, yvour chance has come.  All kera
know that we nre in scarch of a mysterious place whose
latitude and longitude 1 give. It i1z supposed to be a sub-
maring cave, [ we stay there, come as near as you can,
If the saloon shutters are open it will mean that Thuarsion
and Horton have loft the 3}l1ip, It will be casy to wayiav
them., Do not forpet your |:u|;rr:1g{-"| nobt ko ogbtacl fhie vossel
while [ am here MR,

“ Poor deluded fool ! he said, with a laugh, “If [ Wd
a chance fo torpeds the Lord of the Deep, I would da so
if my father were aboard !

Trethvick rubbed his ugly hands gloefully.

“Ile, he, e ! he croabied. ** That's the way to tall 1

]

The Spy.

The Lord of the Deep lay at rest on her bed of soft white
gand. [lowrs had passed since Rupoert, [Torton, Maddock,
and Ching-Lung had left the ship. Tom Prout, in all the
{’l'ldﬂ ﬂf hes temporary command, was not feeling anxious,
but decidedly hungrey.  He stood in the conning-tower. pipe
i mouth. The great gogele eyves from the Crimson {1t
glared at him steadily.

“ My word,"” he thought, as his hunger increased, “how [
could polish off a pound of pood steak with fried *taters and
onions !

Someone climbed the ladder and entered the conning-
tower, [t was Martin Rogers, the madman.
wiHallo, Dbarmy ! roared the steersman ploasantly.

Been writing to the Duke of Whitechapel latels @

A strange gleam came into the ecaztaway's hollow eves
Heo burst into a laugl.

“Ho, he! The Bey of Algiers dropped mo a posteard

this morning.”

“Did he now " said Tom Prout. * What did he want?”

M Well, he snid the queen’s pugdog kept him awake at
hight, Larking at the moon, and gave the Prime Minister's
wife headache. Fle asked me what T should advise him to
do under the circumstances,"

“And I cxpeet vou told him te poison the dog?' said
the steeraman. * Very good adviee, tog !

“io, ho, ho! I didn’t!” The maniac bent forward and
whispered in Prout’s ear. I couldn’t do that, It was a
pugdog. vou see, and you ean't poison 'em unless vou give
e the poison in a thunderstorm on Christmas Day out of
8 silver spoon dim‘[:-rr& in glue. Ho, ho, ho! T had a betier
plen than that. told him to turn off the moon at the
meter. ile barked at the moon, you sce. Would you mind
stopping at the next post-office, and Tl send the old man
a wire? [t fecls like snow, dovsn't b9

The lean, sunken-jawed maniac leant against the wherl
and fixed his glowing cves upon the lamps of the CUrims=on
Hill. Little did Tom Prout think that under his clever
masle of madness Martin Rogees, the prefended castaway,
was o apy and a hireling of Michael Scaroff.

. “Door beggar! he thought.,  *““He's gotting worse
instead of better. T can’t think why Ching-Lung hates him
B,

_Uttering another laugh, the fraitor slunk awas, and weat
snging along the coreidor. [Even though honest Tom Prout
had been the victim of more than one of Ching -Lung's
practical jokes, he eould not help liking the Chinese baov.
Suddenly the words CChing-Lung had whispered in hig eor
just before leaving the ship came back to him. He repeatod
them softly in the Celestial's pigeon English:

“*¥You keopee voul eve on dat lunatic chapee, Thomas.
He no good at allec. You watchee him, and no folgeiee,
He a bad onec.”

Tom I"'rout went to the head of the companion, and
roared :

£ J{}ﬂ:'-' 1

A sailar came hurrying wp.

“Keep a look-oul here, Joseph,” said the stecraman,
““and il that Rogers comes loaling round, order him out,
Lm just going down to Bovrid for some grub, 1I'm
ravenous.''
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HAv, av, my boy!’ said Joe, biting off a good thres
inches of E}]"‘E from a black cake—Joe had the biggest mouth
i Lha ship.  “['ll see to it. And if you could bone a bit
o' grub gut o the Frenehy for me, U'd not shy 1t al ver,
you bet." :

Monsiour Piorre was in a bad temper. as his supply of
mouatache.pomade had run out.

“Vat you vant I’ he inguired.

A Int o grab, Bovell," answerced the stecrsmuan—a
prece of steak, now, or a mution-—""

“Gio to Hanovaire!" sereamaed the cock. " You aire o
glatton ! You haf your meal w13 22 roest, and vet yvou
not szatisfy. You get nuzzing here but fe—ze sack. Go
away, zen, out of zis galles 1"

The stecrsman looked savoge at the rebuff. Homething
was stmmering i the big oven, and Jdiffusing » grateial
odour around. Prout licked his lips greedily and cpencd
tha dooe. It was a roast duck, done to a turn.

“How dave vou tampaire wis my business ! sheeliod
Monsieur ierve, swelling with rage ¥ 1ow Jdare vou opoe
tuy oven door? Bacre! | am o insalt! I wm culrage inoiny
own galley ! I vill r-revenge my honour-r! I wei! $iaf
Blond 1

“I guesz vou will,” said Prouf, with a goin, * witen vou
leill another pig.  Bat no more chalf, ierre, Do be a pal,
and give me something ta eat. I fight a deel with you
atter wath toy pistols, if vou Lika'

Monsiear Plerre clutehed his dily loclks and hoppeed un
and down frenziedly. The thought of havieg to do withowt
his baloved pomade had rankled 1o bis heart all dav. acd
made him as touchy as gunpowder.

Pront couldn't resist the luscizus zroma that rose from
the ducl. He opened the oven door again, and hunerily
sniffed up.the rich steam. Tt waz the last straw. '

“GiE you sumzing ¥ yelled the cook.  “ You  inter
lopaire, you impudent, vou farbead !  Ah, oui. I gif yuu
sumzing at vonee, unmediate, forfhwitl—ss

It was a flour-bag containing o guantity of flour,
an upward blow, for monsieur waa not tall, and the baz
wrapped round the stearsman’s hoad and burst ar oo
corner. The cook tugged with all s steongth to frop his
woapon, boat instead he dragrod Prout down with o crash
on top of him. For a moment the ae was full of Qoar s
sirong language. Then Prout rose to his foot as white as a
snowman ; and stirred up the wailing Frenehman with his (oo,

“Had enough '’

“Ah, I am dead ! wailad Monsiece Merre.
erush from me. T am flatten, [ aw sguash !
pleces '

“You get on your pins.'' roared the stesrsman, dasdiing
the flour out of his eyes, “and got me a deink 1"
 Trembling and moaning, the cosk obeyed. [Ie wenl ta a
little eupboard and drained the contentz of a boattle of ran
into a glass. This was nol much, so he blindly seizad a
aecond bottle to malie up o 566 dram.

“-Now, vou just come here "' roared Prout.
wriggle, I'll twist vour head off, d've hear '

It was in vain that the chef went down on his hands and
kneea weeping and begging for merey. The sicorsman's
flinty heart could not be softened. He pulled the flour-las
over the miserable Frenchman's head, shoulders, and armas,
and placed his vietim in a corner.

“ Now, vou just listen to me, Boveil,” said Prout. ¥ YVog
have struck your superior offices, which 15 a horful coime.
I knows a chap once who got boiled in hoil far doin® it
I'm goin' to have a little feed. You stand where vou ara,
and keep sayin' f Please, Mr. Prout, I'm sorry, sir.  Plense,
Mr. Prout, I'm a pig, sir!” as fast as you ean. Tha fust timo
I hear you stop I'li shy a hkettle at vou, if you stop twica
you'll got the biggest pot in the galley at your head, and
if vou're fool enough to stop again, I'll hiff vou with th»
blessed stove! Go ahead !

With a self-satisfied chuckle, Prout tooi the juiev duck
from the oven, ecut a graat slice of bread, and ~of 10 work
to enjoy himself, while the unhappy Frenchman gabbled
away for doar life tn mufled tares:

“ Please, Mistatre Prout, [ am very sorey, saire!
Miustaire Pront, I am a pig, saire!™

The duck was delicions—so delicicas that the steermizan
was 30 occuplied in picking its bones that he quite furzat 1o
taste the rium. He pauvsed once to hurl o dromaticls at tha
chet.

“You're stopping ! he roared.

“0Oh, no, I am not, saire!” wailed monsizur's tearfol
vaoice.  And then he went at it again harder thao ever, and
managed to get the apology terribly mixed. He woas now
jabbering :

* Please, Mr. Prout, you aire a very sorry pig. saire!
Please, M. Pig, you aire a Proat, satre ! Please, ¥r. Sarry,
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we a.ill;'a pig very, saire! FPlease, pig, I am Prout Mistaire,
snire !

At last all that remamaed of the duck was a framework,
and with a sigh of decp satisfaction Prout wiped his mouth
and gulped down the rum.

It had a strange pungent faste, and burned his throat.
As he stood up the stove began to dance about in an odd
sort of fashion, and he noticed, to his amazement, that
Pierre, enveloped in the white bag, was standing on his head.

The coock, in his haste, had made a mistake. The second
bettle did not contain rum.  Frout was drugged.

M Well, I'm blesh I"” he said, looking blankly at the strange
vision. ‘' Never knew v' wash an acrobash aforesh. Thatsh
goo'—ver' goo! Erayvosh! Hip-p-pooray! Blesh me life,
theresh two of "em nowsh! Goo'-bye [

The steorsman went recling and staggering down the
corvidor. In a dazed, maudlin kind of way he wondered
where he was and what had happened. The truth was that
monsicur had poured some powerful Aavouring essence into
the glass, and the poisonous misture had acted at once.

Prout's legs begnn to fail him just as he reached the door
of the saloon. His head swam, and his eves refuzed to keep
open. MHe staggpered agninst the door, recled across the
saloon, and fell upon the table. He lay there, hidden by
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the window-shutter. The shutter rose noiselessly. Rogera
titted back the shade, and holding the lamp before him,
concealed tho Light with his eap.

“ Thunder!"” thought the dreamer. * He's signalling !

The light shone out, disappeared, and shona out again,
Tho sleeper awoke, It was no dream, but reality,

“"You spy 1" roared Tom Prout.

Rorers turned with a terrified scream; the lamp fell, and
was broken. Down hurtled the steersman’s iron fist like a
mallet-blow, and the eas away lay unconseious at his feet.
Ching Lung had judged well

How Prout Flashed the Signal yn Time—Twao Long Shots—
A Fleet of Torpedoes—The Traltor Meets a Just Doom.

For nearly two hours Ivan Scaroff, Thurston, and Ferrers
Lord ta]lmg together. The ulind Russian spoke of the
Government with a bitter hatred.  Fupert’s bloed grew chill
as he related the gruesome horrors of Biberia.  As he hstened,

A Wondertul

NEW STORY

being written by one of the most popular authors

THE EDITOR.

the long velvet cloth, and was sound asleep in a moment.

The desr swung back.
¥ B & & L F E - F HY

And Tom Prout had a strange dream. He fancied that
Mr. Thurston had summoned him into the saloon to con-

ratilate’ him upon the way he had performcd his varied

uties. Then Mr. Thurston suddenly vanished, and Ching-
Lung appeared, locking pale and weak. He warned the
steersman to watch Martin Rogers. Then, in turn, the Chinesc
bov seemed to melt away, and a third figure tock his place.

i was the lean, cadaverous figure of the exstawsy. Ha
came in like @ ghost, walking silently, and peering about him
with his strange, sunken eyes. Prout dreamed that he sat
atill in his chair, and he wondered why the madman, who
looked him squarely in the face. did not speak.

Like a snake cr a ferret Martin Rogers crawled to the
safe. It geemed to open at his touch. For a time only his
hack was wvisible, bwt there was a rustling of papers, He
thrust an envelope in his pocket, and his eves sparkled with
a look of evil triumph 28 he turned.

A moyeble electric reading-lamp with a Iang. cord stood on
the table. The madman lifted it and touched the spring of

Trr Maoswer Lisrary.—No. 175.

he grew to hate the country, tvo, where such hideous wrongs
coied aloud for vengeance.

“ Bah!” said Forrevs Lord, as the old man pavsed, * You
make our Hesh creep. Personally, the wrongs of the Russian
people, who aro trampled like dust under the heel of tha
rovermment, matters littlo to me. In the last ten vears
Fussia has doubled her power in the BEast, Sha must ba
crushed beforo she lays hev claws on China. As a Briten
my duty lies towards my country. Briain must rule China—
if she has to battleo with the whole world to wig 3t.”

'Ih.&fl:hhlinfﬂ mﬁn a-t]::‘ﬂked his heard.

“Then er have it,” he sgid. "I wizh ne b
Where her flag flies the slave is frec. Good-night, my Eﬁfﬁf
" Good-night, Chief! Work hard at the new explosive.”
They went out. Ben Maddock was too ill to put on his
diving-suit, but Ching Lung, with his tough muscles and
iron consturion, showoed no ‘traces of having been half-
strangled and drowned. They found him porched on the
railing of the gallery like a bird on a branch, performing

jugzhing tricks for the benefit of the amazed negro.
hf* Come, Ching,”. said Rupert, " we are going back to the
ship.”
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" Velly good, sil. Me quite leady. Mr. Holton almostes
dlessad.’

They helped each other into the suits and left the wonder-
ful cavern. Ferrers Lord took the lead, and Ching-Lung
came next, sarrying the electric gun. Lord did not waste
timo descending the ladder., Ho stepped from the topmost
rung, hung for a second frem an iron bar that was placed
there for the purpose, and then let go. He sank rapidly,

and after counting ten, according to instructions, Ching-Lung
followed.

The descent was sccomplished in safety, and the laborious
ascent began, Horton, who was the heaviest, lagged behind
a little. They gained the top at last, and st{-[:pr;-g out upon
tho yellow carpet of sand. A brilliant flash of light shot
thro the glassy waters, then the light began to twinkla
and dance. Ferrers Lord torp the slate from %tup-:rt's belt.

Twinkle—fash—flash! Flash—flash!

It was = message from the Lord of the Deep. The million-
airo read the code as guickly as apother man could read
ordinary print. Ho scrawled down the startling message:

“HKeep a sharp look-out. Caught Romers red-handed
signalling from saloon. Foes are near. Torpedo nets down,
and every precaution taken. Rogers a spy. Answer”

Ferrers Lord raised his lamp and waved it sharply. The
flickering ceased, and one long fash signalled;

" I undorstand.'”

The millionaire rubbed his hand over the slate ard erased
what he had written. Then he raized his lamp again. Two
powerful beams of light cut through tho wator and moved
glowly along the crest of the Crimson Iill. Suddenly one of
thom halt In the centre of the white ring stoocd a dark
form—a diver.

Both Horton and Rupert gould take dewn a message and
translate it by the aid of the code signal-book, but they were
not skilful enough to read it at sight. They did not know
what had happened until the millionaire spun around.

Blinded by the flashing beam of light, the unknown diver
stoed still. Ho did not sce lns foes. Ferrers Lord knelt on
one knee and raised the deadly gun. They saw the man
fling up hiz arms and then sink slowly backwards. Then the
millionaire dashed forward again, wavingz his lamp.

In the conning-tower of the Lord of the Deep Prout was
watching the signal. Ile bellowed out an order to tho man
at the wheel, and then rushed to the speaking-tube. Rupert
was struggling desperately at the millicnaire’s heels to Aght
his way up through the masses of weed.

Suddenly a dark, shadowy something halted above them.
Lord held up his lamp, and made a quick gesture. The light
fickered on a mass of torpedo-netting, and Rupert under-
stood. He thrust his Angers theough the meshes, and tha
vessel rose, lifting the four men with it. It cleared the hill-
top and slowly sank, until their feet touched the sand on the
opposita side. Then the scarchlight flashed out again,

Thurston  caught  the
millionaire’s arm, and i

inted along the beam of T
Eght. A second diver was
revealed, running laber- :
loualy across the sand.
Ferrers Lord rased the
dendly tube, and the man
gpun  over sideways, and
sank down I_tl}:lml. his face,
Lord's face blanched.

A black, moving speck
suddenly appeared in the
Light, travelling swiftly. It

rew in size as it advanced.
ft wat & torpedo.  All saw
it, and =cattered like sheep
before the deadly thing,
throwing themselves fHat in
the sand. Straight and true
it rushed forward, passed
over them, and struck the
Lord of the Deep amid-
ships.

Its pointed nose dashed
between the meshes of the
net, and the torpedo stuck
there, lashing its  vicious
screw In vain, Lord went
forward and freed it. It was
dragging him from his feet
until Ching-Lung went to
his aid. Botween them they
turned it, and sent it racing
back in the direction of the
hidden foe.

Rupert pointed forward again, and hiz shrill cry was
drowned by the helinet. It was not ono moving speck now,
but a hundred—a veritable feet of torpedoes. Prout saw
them, too, and the water came gushing from the tanks. Tha
Lord of the Deep leapt upwards out of danger, and all was
dark save the fecble light of the lamps the four men carrind.

Every man realised the terrible danger. In the grim,
black, horrible darkness they could see the machines laden
with death that were dashing swiltly towards them. If tha
torpedo they had sent back collided with ome moving in tha
opposite direction they were as good as dead. By a stvango
;iﬁg:ﬁmt ﬂ:lé scrambled towards the hill and burrowed into the

ick weed.

One of the deadly en%}nm grazed Rupert’s shoulder.
waited, panting, and the moments dragged on. A fow of
the torpedoes passed over the crest of the mound, but the
denso weed-growth, like some huge cushion, stopped tho rest
and clogged the propellers,

Forvers Lord rose at last, and, masking his lamp, struggted

Thay

up the hill. He had marked the spor where the frst chver
i::an-:':[d. The light showed him the dead man lying upon his
ck.

A heavy, lead-weighted apade and a paonderous rock-deill
wera close at hand. The y lay heaicli‘;.-ua heap of weeds,
The man had clearad away the weeds, baring the solid rock.
A hole had already been bored to receive a dynamite capt-
nidge over the diver's shoulder.

: Il"c-l't;era Lord fashed the light through the glass of the
18 1T,

1 thought s0,"" he mutiered, as he looked at the Hat,
yollow face, * Searoff is far too careful of himse!l to risk
his skip.”

One by ons the others joined him. The Lord of the Desp
bad sunk again, and was sigoalling for orders under tim
shelter of the hill. The millionaive signified that they wero
coming on board.

A quarter of an hour brought them to the ship. When
their I'I;l.‘l.l:ll_l.':f[ﬁ wers removed both Rupert and Ned Haoron
logked white. A couple of glasses of brandy revived tham,

Thuraton hurvied to the mﬁmn tho moment he had chanesd
his clothes. Ferrers Lord, dressed in a serge yachting salt,
was lounging in an casy chair smoking a civar.

“This is a pretty business,” he suid.  ** Whero did yon
ek up this pretended madman #

Rupert told the story of the derelict raft, and the
millionaira lnughed.

“Searofl has excelled himself, Rupert. Ha miust havg
watched vou closely. It is elear this spy of his damared rhe
engines, It puzales mo that he did not attack you whon
you wera ceippled.”

* But he must have killed Rogers if he torpedoed ys.™

“Ho would murder his mother, my dear follow" 2nil)
Fervers Lord, *if it would benefit him. Possibly he liud
a breakdown of " his own
some time. 1 came oa ey
new b":'at, I.':'F.iii]‘l]:,'l:r, and,
feeling rather doubifn

$r about you, I have zent hap
6 on to watch for Scaraf.
e She will be back at niid.

mght, when [ must leave
you. On the whole," he
added drily, “I cannot con-
gratulate von.™

“We did our best™
“ Bulstrode Thursten ans*.\'eredl: o
"In a way, certainly,

on the
War-path.”

The Remove swddenly
awake to the factthattheir
form is not keepingitsend aj
up as it did under the
captainey of Harry

arton, and t;ﬁ:’.‘f T::msa
day's long com e story
wiﬁ shm;'r how Bulstrods
endeavours to prove his
worth to his schooifellows,
and so drcgam Iwaug.f
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That fellow Prout has dona
well,  Make him  third
officer,” and feteh Maddock
back at dawn.'
Rupert started to his foot
a quick report echosd
through the ship.
““YWhat iz that ¥ he cred,
Ferrers Lord examined
his cigar, and tore off a
picce of broken tobacca-lenf.
“0Oh,” he answoered, with
a lazy yawn, "I presuma
they have just shot yous
iriend the madman! You
had better beware of ease-
aways for the future, 7
dear boy. Let us have a
* game of billiards.”

(Anather gpleidid, Long Dnstaliment
of thig thrilling mystery peevrl
next sreek,  Order your copy of
the MAGNET now, Price Id.
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